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THE WEEK. 


THE House of Commons has been 
PUBLIC AFFAIRS: engaged during the week in con- 
AT HOME. sidering the Local Government Bill 
in Committee. Some progress has 
been made with the measure, and several points of 
importance have been decided. But amendments 
continue to accumulate on the notice-paper, and it is 
quite clear that at the present rate of progress it 
will be impossible to send the Bill to the House of 
Lords before Christmas. There may, of course, be 
an acceleration of the pace. The Opposition, seeing 
that Ministers are in earnest, and perhaps not un- 
influenced by a natural desire for a holiday, may 
abandon the merely obstructive tactics to which 
some members have resorted. But it would be un- 
wise to reckon too confidently on this. Ministers 
will have, therefore, to consider what steps must be 
taken to save their Bill. Happily, thereis no reason 
why, under any circumstances, the time already 
spent upon the measure should be wasted. It is well 
within the power of the House of Commons in the 
last resort to carry the Bill over to next session. 
We should greatly prefer to see it carried during the 
present year; but, failing that, the carrying-over 
process by which the Bill would be taken up next 
session at the point reached before the prorogation, 
seems to be the wisest mode of dealing with the 
matter. 


THE reception by the House of Commons on 
Monday of Mr. Gladstone's plain declaration that 
Ministers do not intend to accept the proposal of 
the House of Lords for the appointment of a joint 
committee to consider the question of betterment, 
may be regarded as the most important political 
event of the week. The cheers which greeted the 
Prime Minister's statement showed how strong is 
the feeling of the representative Chamber with 
regard to the action of the House of Lords. The 
peers, it must be confessed, took a singularly mala- 
droit, as well as cowardly, way of escaping from the 
odium they have justly incurred by their refusal to 
do justice to the ratepayers of London. If they had 
been wise men, they would have frankly admitted 
the mistake they made in dealing with the better- 
ment clauses of the London Improvement Bill. 
Being, however, the reverse of wise, they seem 
foolishly to have imagined that they could induce 
the House of Commons to cover their retreat. They 
have made a mistake, the consequences of which will 
yet fall heavily upon them. 





On Thursday the second reading of the Em- 
ployers’ Liability Bill was moved by Lord Ripon in 
the House of Lords, and carried after a_ brief 
but interesting debate. The interest was mainly 
supplied by the striking contrariety of view 
shown by two of the chief speakers in the 
debate—both of them colliery owners—on the 
question of contracting out. Lord Dudley spoke 
strongly against the contracting-out clauses, and 
evoked repeated cheers by his announcement that 
he would withdraw his contribution to the insurance 
fund on his colliery if the Bill were passed into law 
in its present form. Employers, he said, would not 
“stand up to be shot at on both sides. They would 
simply withdraw their contributions and transfer 
them to some insurance office which would relieve 
them of all liability imposed by the Bill.” The 
Marquis of Londonderry, if we mistake not, is a 
larger colliery owner than Lord Dudley, and he 
dissented flatly from the latter peer, both as 
to the probable general practice of employers 
and as to his own action. Speaking for him- 
self, he said that whether the Bill became law 
as it stood or not, unless some circumstances of 
an altogether unforeseen character occurred, he 
should in no way alter his practice in this regard. 
There is not the least doubt that this will be the 
general practice of all good employers, for there is 
nothing in the Bill inimical to the advantages their 
wise action has hitherto procured them. The object 
of the clauses preventing contracting out .is to pro- 
tect the workers against bad employers, and not to 
cripple the freedom of good employers. 





THERE was one incident of the debate in the House 
of Lords on the betterment question which seems to 
deserve passing notice. We refer to the conduct of 
the Duke of Argyll in reading, during his speech, 
a long statement purporting to be the case put for- 
ward by the London County Council in defence of 
the principle of betterment. This statement, which 
was a dull rigmarole of mingled extravagances and 
fallacies, was given in the report of the Duke's 
speech in inverted commas, so that readers were led 
to suppose that he was quoting from a document 
actually issued by the County Council. Instead of 
this being the case, the statement was an invention of 
the Duke’s own, and bore no resemblance whatever to 
anything which has been issued on the authority of 
the Council. The Duke has defended himself from 
the charge of having wilfully tried to deceive the 
House of Lords and the public by the statement that 
he merely set forth the “ propositions involved in the 
paper issued by the County Council.” Itis surprising 
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that the Duke should have offered so flimsy and 
jesuitical an excuse as this for one of the most serious 
offences of which a controversialist can be guilty. 
But his Grace appears to be going from bad to worse. 
Having exhausted the vocabulary of abuse, he has 
now taken refuge in something like deliberate mis- 
representation. In future it will ba necessary on all 
occasions to verify his quotations. 


Lorp SALISBURY'S speech at Cardiff on Tuesday 
was a lively performance, and Liberals will readily 
admit that it was free from those blazing indis- 
cretions of which he is so often guilty. But the 
most curious fact about the speech is that it would 
be searched in vain for any indication of the 
speaker's opinions on the important political ques- 
tions which at this moment engage the attention 
of the country. He had nothing to say, for example, 
as to the merits of the Local Government Bill, or the 
Employers’ Liability Bill. All that he did was to 
jeer at the Government for having introduced 
measures for which he declared there was no public 
demand, and to insist that the autumn session would 
have been better spent in discussing the state of the 
navy than in carrying out any domestic reforms what- 
ever. Here the voice of the true Jingo was heard. 
To leave every domestic evil unredressed, to abstain 
from every kind of social or political reform, and to 
concentrate the attention of the country upon one 
question alone—that of the strengthening of the 
navy—is exactly the policy which a Tory Jingo 
loves. On one point we are entitled to draw a very 
clear inference from Lord Salisbury’s speech. If he 
and his colleagues had been in office last month, 
there would have been no settlement of the coal 
strike ; but then we might have had, instead, another 
clumsy and panic-devised measure, like the Naval 
Defence Act, to make amends. 





Ir must not be supposed, because Liberals, with 
good reason, criticise the blatant Jingoism of the 
Tory leader on the question of the Navy, that they 
are themselves indifferent to that question. Mr. 
Gladstone's statements on the subject in the House 
of Commons should satisfy all reasonable men that 
the contrary is the case. Some Tory newspapers, 
acknowledging the fact that the Liberal press is 
discussing the question of the Fleet just as earnestly 
as the organs of the Opposition, seek to attribute 
the movement of opinion in the Liberal party in 
favour of the increase of the Navy to the alarmist 
utterances of Conservative journals. This is dis- 
tinctly unjust to the Liberal press. Not to go 
beyond our own columns, we can point to the fact 
that we began to discuss the necessity of reinforcing 
the Fleet before the question had been touched 
upon in the Tory newspapers. The subject is one 
which has been, and is, engaging the close attention 
of the Government, and there is no reason to doubt 
that when the proposals of the Board of Admiralty 
are laid before them, they will be found to be en- 
tirely satisfactory. 





On Wednesday, both at Cardiff and at Newport, 
Lord Salisbury continued his flouts and jeers—with 
this addition, that he gave some slight indication of 
his opinion of certain measures, and, what is more to 
the purpose, of the policy he intends that his Standing 
Committee in the Lords shall adopt towards them. 
The Local Government Bill has “ really something 
farcical about it”; the Employers’ Liability Bill is 
not to be tolerated unless it permits contracting out ; 
Welsh Disestablishment is “sacrilegious and un- 
just”; the Registration and One Man One Vote 
Bills are to be attacked in the “oblique” manner by 
a claim for the disfranchisement of Ireland. These 





tain hints which we noted at the time given in 
Lord Salisbury’s speeches of a few weeks ago, and 
also in some speeches of Mr. Goschen. The Govern- 
ment will have to be prepared for a double onset 
of attack on each of their measures—an onset of 
obstruction in the House of Commons, and an onset 
of the familiar kind in the House of Lords. Fore- 
warned is forearmed, and happily the Government 
have long ago been fully prepared to deal with these 
manceuvres, 


Mr. LABOUCHERE has been calling attention with 
much vigour and persistency to the question of the 
treatment of the wounded Matabele after the several 
actions in which they had fought against the Char- 
tered Company’s forces. We agree with Mr. Labou- 
chere that this is a subject on which inquiry is desir- 
able. We disagree with him inso readily assuming that 
British troops, irregulars though they be, commanded 
by British officers, could possibly be guilty of the 
conduct which he imputes to them. His suggestion 
is that the wounded Matabele were massacred either 
by the Mashonas who were supporting the Com- 
pany’s troops, or by some of the white men them- 
selves. In either case he hints that there are 
next to no wounded Matabele in hospital at 
Buluwayo, and he treats with incredulity the answer 
furnished from the Cape to Mr. Buxton, that the 
Matabele carried off most of their wounded from 
the field. Seeing that they were being mowed down 
by the hundred by Maxim guns until they turned 
and fled, and that when they fled they were hotly 
pursued by mounted troops, this statement does 
seem at first sight rather to tax the imagination. 


Bet it is possible the Matabele did carry off some 
of their wounded, and it is possible also that, with 
the new and terrible arms of precision which were 
brought to bear for the first time on a large scale 
during these engagements, there was a smaller pro- 
portion of wounded to killed than has hitherto been 
the result of musketry fire. This is one of the 
questions which surgical inquiry will be most 
anxious to determine when the next great war fur- 
nishes its horrible data. Certain it is that during 
the recent Chilian war it was found that the 
effect of the fire of the Mannlicher rifles was 
deadly to an unprecedented extent. In some 
instances four men were found pierced through 
with the same bullet. The French surgeons report 
that the fire of the Lebel rifles during General 
Dodds’ campaign in Dahomey produced results 
similar to what might be expected from explosive 
bullets. We do not know whether the Maxim guns 
have earned for themselves a record as frightfully 
lethal. We should say it is extremely likely that 
they have. In any case, the whole question is one 
for rational and humane inquiry. We do not ex- 
pect that the outcome of such inquiry will give 
absolute satisfaction to every phase of opinion. 
War is a dreadful thing, and in nothing more 
dreadful than the effects it produces on human 
nature when, under its frenzy, the most savage 
of passions are unloosed. It does not do to sit 
in judgment too curiously on everything that 
happens, once the sword is drawn. But we feel 
confident that the result of such inquiry will show 
that troops under the command of British officers 
and acting in the British name have not wholly for- 
gotten the obligations of civilisation and humanity 
in conducting this wretched campaign ; and that is a 
point on which the public opinion of the nation has 
at least a right to be satisfied. 


THE dynamite outrage in Dublin last Monday, 
and the murder which followed hard upon it, afford 
melancholy proof of the fact that we have still to 
deal—in Ireland as elsewhere—with crimes of an 





indications of opinion and policy tally with cer- 





anarchical character. It has been known ever since 
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the conviction of the Invincibles that some traces of 
the criminal conspiracy which was then exposed and 
punished lingered in the Irish capital. The police 
have for years past been carefully watching every 
manifestation of life which the Anarchists have 
made: and happily the authorities have been able 
to prevent any serious consequences from the 
criminal acts of these desperadoes. That their 
proceedings have any connection with the present 
state of political feeling in Ireland, or that a single 
responsible politician has any sympathy with their 
crimes, no sensible person believes. Indeed, it is 
even more emphatically true in Ireland than in 
other parts of the world that the dynamiters are 
the worst enemies of constitutional agitators and 
reformers. The only political result of last Monday's 
crimes in Dublin is to justify still further the action 
of the Home Secretary in refusing to release men 
who have been convicted of offences of this atrocious 
description. 


THE conference on “the living wage” recently 
held, without much definite result, in the Jerusalem 
Chamber, continued its labours on Wednesday in 
the Holborn Town Hall with better success. Ortho- 
dox economists are not likely to quarrel with its 
main conclusions, for, indeed, they have often said 
as much themsel ves—see Senior, Mill, General Walker, 
and Professor Marshall passim. Their assumption 
has commonly been that the minimum wage is partly 
settled in each trade by the “standard of comfort” 
expected by the workers, and is secured by the 
exertions of those workers themselves; and it has 
generally been maintained of late years that in 
order that labour shall be efficient the standard of 
comfort onght to be high. But the “orthodox 
economist” might perhaps point out that if the 
“living wage” is to be such as to maintain the 
worker and a large family besides, it involves a dan- 
gerous disregard of the simple truths associated 
with the name of Malthus. Moreover, the “ minimum 
wage” doctrine, logically enforced, must inevitably 
lead to competition for the field of employment 
instead of competition in that field—that is to 
say, in a time of depression, instead of a reduc- 
tion all round, some men will get their minimum 
wage as usual, others nothing at all. But, unfor- 
tunately. many excellent people are persuaded that 
such difficulties can be met out of the “surplus” 
which constitutes rent, profit, and interest, without 
any diminution of its volume, except that caused by 
the subtraction necessary to meet them. What is 
true in the doctrine of the conference is already in 
abstract economics; but it is just as well that a 
strong body of public opinion should be formed to 
keep it applied in practice; and the extensions we 
have noted as dangerous are, after all, no part of 
Christianity. 





So the London School Board has failed after all— 
even in the unworthy task which the majority of its 
members were elected to carry out. It has actually, 
according to Mr. Barnes’ statement on Thursday, 
spent £121,000 more than any Board which has been 
charged with extravagance, and yet it has done its 
best (at the cost of considerable injury to the work) 
to reduce salaries and limit the number of permanent 
teachers. Nor has it madeany proper effort to keep 
on the children in the upper standards or in continua- 
tion schools during the period which is probably, 
intellectually and morally, the most important in a 
child’s life. However, it is a comfort to reflect that 
the present, as Mr. Stanley said, is the third year of 
the Board's misspent life, and that it is also the last. 





THE international anarchism which has 

ABROAD. recently been chiefly manifested in 
Barcelona has taken a new departure 

this week. The infernal machines sent to the German 
Emperor and the Chancellor were posted, indeed, at 





Orleans, but the French Press is arguing, with some 
show of reason, that they were not despatched by a 
French hand. The letters which accompanied them 
were not French either in construction or hand- 
writing: indeed, they are said (though this may be 
French patriotism) to betray rather a German origin. 
Unfortunately an extensive robbery of dynamite at 
Ziirich has probably supplied the party with fresh 
materials for outrage; and disquieting discoveries 
are reported from Marseilles. We need not neces- 
sarily suppose a widespread and organised conspiracy ; 
indeed, separate and isolated working is the note 
of anarchism. But the increase of this form of 
criminality must demand the special and collective 
attention of European Governments—as soon as 
there are Governments again. 


ALL over Europe there are Ministerial crises in 
progress or in sight. With the two most conspicuous 
instances we deal in detail elsewhere. “ Republican 
concentration,” thanks to M. Carnot, is dying 
harder than the Conservative Republicans had hoped, 
and it cannot be denied that the division of the 
party into Moderates and Radicals which they had so 
long been demanding, and which seemed so difficult 
to effect, was very nearly effected last Friday, and 
was primarily hindered by the disclosures of their 
intention by the seceding Ministers and by the in- 
genious tactics of the Radicals, headed by M. Brisson, 
But the real obstacle has been the President. The 
tendency to a division has been intensified by the 
long deadlock, and by the final acceptance by M.., 
Casimir-Périer of the Premiership; but the presence 
of M. Spuller in the Cabinet is only one of many 
indications that the day of “concentration” is not. 
yet over. 





THE collapse of the Italian Ministry surpassed 
expectation in its completeness and suddenness. 
Never before has a Ministry predicted that the first 
important division would give it a majority of 100, 
and then resigned on the very first day of the Session 
without daring even to face a debate. The report 
of the Panamino Committee was far more severe 
than the first telegrams indicated ; the ex-Premier: 
was convicted by it both of positive falsehood 
and of reckless disregard of the irregularities which 
he knew to exist; both he himself and another: 
Minister were mixed up in awkward monetary trans-. 
actions, and a series of Premiers was shown to have 
connived at the scandals; and a number of Deputies, 
mostly not very eminent, but including an Under- 
Secretary and Signor Crispi, were proved to be 
heavily in debt to the banks. Explanations, more or 
less satisfactory, have been given by some of those 
concerned, but the result will probably be a con- 
siderable clearance in Italian public life. “ Panamino” 
has indeed been disastrous, and yet there is probably 
much more behind; and the Extreme Left are de- 
termined to drag it into the light. A “Crispi boom” 
is in progress at Berlin, at Vienna, and in the tele- 
grams of the Times correspondent at Rome; but a 
Crispi Cabinet would probably mean European war 
sooner or later. The Zanardelli Cabinet, which has 
been formed, will probably only exhibit the hesita- 
tion and incapacity of the late Ministry over again ; 
and the same may be said of a Brin-Saracco “ busi- 
ness Ministry,” which may be the alternative if 
Signor Zanardelli’s efforts fail. 





THE first struggle of the present session in the 
German Reichstag has ended unfavourably for the 
Government. The Conservative Protectionists, on 
whose support, be it remembered, the Chancellor 
must rely for his new taxes, have violently attacked 
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the new commercial treaties with Spain, Servia and 
Roumania, and have secured their reference to a 
committee, which will probably subject them to a 
good deal of revision. As a treaty with Russia 
would be somewhat on the same lines as that with 
Roumania, there is little hope of a speedy termina- 
tion of the tariff war which has so completely revo- 
lutionised the relations of that country with Germany. 
Both this debate and that on the Budget have been 
remarkable for the extreme acrimony displayed— 
especially by Ministers in reply to criticisms—and 
indicate that still stormier scenes are in prospect 
when the new taxes come up for discussion. The 
tax on wine seems to have been opposed in the 
Federal Council by the representatives of several 
South German States; the tax on tobacco may, as 
Herr Miquel says, be a desirable check on excessive 
smoking, but the people really damaged by it are the 
producers and manufacturers of tobacco—not so 
much because it decreases consumption as because 
the system of Government inspection proposed under 
it strains the endurance even of a people whose 
philosophers have deduced their bureaucratic system 
from the ultimate laws of Nature and of Thought. 


Two curious features of the debate on the com- 
mercial treaties are—first, that the Chancellor has 
been compelled to look to the Liberals, and even 
the Socialists, for support; secondly, that as the 
“ Agrarians " are mostly Prussian, he appears as the 
champion of the other States against Prussia—which 
for the official representative of Prussian hegemony 
is an anomalous position indeed. A little more light 
may be thrown on the situation by the debate pro- 
ceeding as we go to press on the recall of the exiled 
religious orders. The Catholic Centre is not by any 
means irreconcilable; but any attempt to gratify it 
in this direction would probably further estrange 
the “ Agrarians”—or, at least, that Evangelical party 
which has numerous influential representatives 
among the Prussian squirearchy. 





THE new Austrian Coalition Ministry seems 
likely from its programme to be little more than a 
Cabinet d'affaires —a business Ministry with no 
common principles, and therefore no decided ten- 
dencies in any direction. The Premier, indeed, 
announces a measure of electoral reform; but it is 
suspected that this is rather for show than for use, 
and that if it should really be pressed it will prove 
entirely unacceptable to the unenfranchised masses 
whom Count Taaffe professed himself so anxious to 
conciliate. The formation of the Ministry has led to 
a fresh grouping of the heterogeneous elements which 
Count Taaffe generally managed to keep more or less 
in equilibrium. The German Conservatives are likely 
to break into two parties ; the Croatians and Slovenes 
have formally withdrawn from alliance with them, 
decomposition being occasioned in both cases by the 
presence of a German Liberal element in the Cabinet ; 
the Poles have begun to assert their national aspira- 
tions, and have raised the standard of Galician 
autonomy; the Ruthenians are awaiting the de- 
velopment of the situation ; and the Czechs, it need 
scarcely be said, are preparing to give an infinity of 
trouble. Hence, though the great Slav coalition is 
not yet effected, it can hardly be supposed that the 
life of the new Ministry will be so tranquil or dull 
as its programme suggests. Trouble is brewing, too, 
in the other member of the Dual Monarchy. The 
Catholic clergy are preparing a vigorous opposition 
to the Civil Marriage Bill; the ultra-Nationalists 
may possibly join them; and it is hardly likely that 
the democratic patriotism of the latter will be con- 
ciliated by the concession of a separate Hungarian 
Court (with Lord Cupbearer and Grand Carver com- 
plete), which varies the ordinary staples of foreign 
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intelligence this week with a curious bit of mock 
medizvalism. 


EASTERN Europe, two years ago a hotbed of war 
alarms, is at present comparatively tranquil—except 
for the signs of coming storm, noticed elsewhere, at 
Constantinople, and for the Ministerial crisis in 
Greece and Servia. In the latter country the friction 
with Austria, owing to the new duties levied on 
produce coming from that country, has precipitated 
the resignation of the Premier, M. Dokics; and the 
result will probably be a greater preponderance of 
the more advanced Radicals—that is, the warmest 
friends of Russian influence—in the Ministry, or else 
a division in the Radical party, which may probably 
come to the same thing in the end. M. Dokics, more- 
over, as the King’s former tutor, had greater 
influence with him than anyone else; and the 
ex-King Milan, again at the end of his pecuniary 
resources, is thought to be contemplating some bold 
stroke. Roumania, on the other hand, is just now 
the only Continental country (except, in the interests 
of strict accuracy, Switzerland and Denmark) that 
is not undergoing, or in sight of, a Ministerial crisis. 
Bulgaria has received the body of her exiled Prince, 
more fortunate in death than in life. Greece is re- 
arranging her affairs in a manner more satisfactory 
to herself than her foreign creditors, except the 
“Ornstein group”; but this, after all, is an argu- 
ment for giving the country a larger taxable area 
when the time comes to divide the heritage of the 
Turk. 


THE reception of the Tariff Reform Bill in the 
United States this week may have reminded European 
observers of the famous doctrine of Rousseau—that 
corporations which are in a State, but not part of its 
organisation, are among the greatest dangers to its 
well-being. The Bill has roused the opposition of all 
the “interests " affected—some very powerful indeed 
—depreciated industrial trusts and _ stimulated 
their resistance, and detached some Democratic 
manufacturing districts from the party, in view 
of their own special industries. There can be little 
doubt that the majority of the voters want a re- 
duction of the tariff, and the present Bill involves a 
very comprehensive one—its weakest point being 
undoubtedly the extensive application of that ad 
valorem principle of taxation which is so great an 
offence against the canons of sound economics. Un- 
fortunately it will necessitate fresh, direct, and 
therefore extremely perceptible taxation; and the 
attack of Protection is unfortunately one of the 
cases in which minorities are often stronger than 
majorities. 

Mexico this week presents the pleasant and 
unwonted spectacle of a Spanish-American State 
gallantly struggling against her financial diffi- 
culties, and making efforts to surmount them 
which it is to be hoped may be crowned with 
success, but which involve the borrowing of 
an additional three and a half millions sterling. 
In Argentina, too, another, though not a final, 
step has been taken in settling with the European 
creditors, by the approval of Signor Romero’s ar- 
rangement with the bondholders. From Brazil news 
is extremely scanty. President Peixoto’s telegrams 
indicate that much is hoped for from his fleet, now 
on its way from New York, but the rumour that he 
is negotiating with the insurgents is not improbably 
nearer the truth. 


THE statements which have ap- 

LITERATURE, peared in some of the literary journals 
SCIENCE, etc. regarding Mr. Barrie’s new story are 
not well founded. The author of 

“The Little Minister” is not hurrying over the com- 
pletion of his task, and it will probably be near the 
end of next year before the serial publication of his 





new novel begins. Mr. Conan Doyle has another 
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historical novel far advanced. He has been engaged 
for some weeks in the delivery of literary lectures 
in various parts of the United Kingdom, and has 
everywhere met with an abundant success. He 
leaves England in a few days for the Engadine, 
where he proposes to spend the winter on account of 
the rather delicate health of a member of his family. 
Mr. Stanley Weyman, whose great story, “A 
Gentleman of France,” has been published this week, 
is engaged upon a series of short stories dealing 
with French history, which will appear shortly in 
one of the leading English journals. Next to Mr. 
Weyman’s novel, the most interesting book of the 
week is Sir Herbert Maxwell's Life of Mr. W. H. 
Smith. 





THE unveiling of the Lowell Memorial in the 
Chapter House of Westminster on Tuesday formed 
the occasion for one of those interesting international 
celebrations which ought to take a large share in 
stimulating a mutual intellectual sympathy between 
the English-speaking race on both sides of the 
Atlantic. Times are certainly changed since the 
second issue of the “Biglow Papers”; and we 
may be heartily glad to welcome to a place 
among our illustrious dead one who had not 
merely earned his place among them by his work 
in literature and literary criticism, but had fulfilled 
the rarer and more valuable function of political 
satirist and moralist at the period when such a 
personage was most needed, and had done as much 
as any man to dispel the dense ignorance and 
hostility to things American that formerly reigned 
in cultivated society on this side of the Atlantic. 
But who in the year 1863 would have dreamt of the 
possibility of Wednesday’s ceremony ? 


THe editor of the Statist, Mr. T. Lloyd, has 
recently published in that paper a series of criticisms 
on the received economic theory of value, which 
will probably attract the attention of scientific 
economists as well as those who are more directly 
concerned with the phenomena. Briefly, the position 
which results from his examination is that value is 
not an objective relation between things, but a 
“function of opinion”; that the relative values of 
things are determined, not by.the “ relation 
between supply and demand,” even taking those 
terms in the non-natural senses usual in the text- 
books, but “ by the local and temporary estimates 
of the probabilities of obtaining in sufficient 
quantities” those things which are best suited to 
gratify human desires; and that “these estimates 
are themselves mainly determined by the strength 
of the desires and the efficiency of labour.” The 
strongest desires being normally desires for neces- 
saries, it is only as these desires are satisfied that 
other things come to have value at all—in other 
words, as labour becomes more efficient; and that 
same efficiency, stimulated by the strength of the 
desires, tends to reduce values in the progress of time. 
We are not quite sure that Mr. Lloyd and the eco- 
nomic text-books are talking of precisely the same 
conditions—he seems to give us a genetic theory of 
value, while they give a theory of the terms of 
exchange for separate and isolated cases, and we 
think, moreover, that he looks too exclusively at the 
purchaser’s or demander'’s side of the bargain. But 
the subjectivity of value and its historyare points well 
worth discussion, and the essays ought, at any rate, 
to initiate a valuable debate. 


LAND snails seem to be distinguished by an ex- 
treme tenacity of life in every stage of growth. Dr. 
R. Stearns, in his report on the molluse fauna 
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collected during the voyage of the American ship 
Albatross in 1877-88, tells of one snail living without 
food for at least six years, and being apparently no 
worse for the long fast. This wonderful creature 
belonged to the variety Helix Veatchii, and was 
given to Thomas Bridges after being found by Dr. 
Veatch in 1859 on Cedros Island, off the coast of 
Lower California. Long after the death of its 
owner it was found to be still alive. A well- 
known case, as some of our readers may remem- 
ber, occurred in our Museum, where the specimen 
H. Desertorum lived without food for four years, 
less a few days; and another was that of some 
specimens brought home by Professor George David- 
son of the United States Coast Survey, who collected 
them in March, 1873, while at San José del Cabo, 
Lower California. These were put into a box, where 
they remained undisturbed until June 23rd, 1875. 
They were then placed in a glass jar containing 
chickweed and a small quantity of tepid water, and 
“soon woke up and began to move about, apparently 
as vigorous as ever after their long nap of two 
years, two months and sixteen days.” 





A LARGE circle of personal friends, and 
OBITUARY. an immense number of young readers, 
will mourn the death of Mr. Talbot 
Baines Reed, one of the best of all the writers of 
books for boys, and one of the most lovable of men. 
Mr. Reed’s manly character was reflected in his tales 
of school life, which were absolutely free from any 
mawkishness of sentiment, and inspired by a healthy 
and noble spirit. His untiring activity led him into 
many different fields of labour, in all of which he did 
well. But the pressure he put upon himself was too 
severe, and he has died whilst still a young man. 
Sir John Drummond Hay was an English diplomatist 
of the old type. When he retired from his position 
as our representative at Tangier, he was the oldest 
member of the diplomatic service. Acute, patriotic, 
learned in all the arts of his craft, Sir Drummond 
Hay made an admirable representative of the in- 
terests of England in such a country as Morocco, and 
he acquired there an influence far greater than that 
of any other Foreign Minister. 





Mr. HENRY WEsT, Q.C., Recorder of Manchester 
and Attorney-General for the Duchy of Lancaster, 
had represented Ipswich in two Parliaments as a 
Liberal, but was best known for the Draconian 
severity of his sentences, which offered a striking 
contrast to those passed by his brother of Liverpool. 
Sir Archibald Orr-Ewing had represented Dumbarton 
in the Conservative interest for four-and-twenty 
years. M.de Kermenguy, the Deputy for Morlaix, 
was a typical example of the French Legitimist 
which the Pope's interference in French politics has 
practically extinguished; he was over eighty years 
of age. On the other hand, M. Juteau, Bishop of 
Poitiers, was one of the earliest Republican prelates 
of modern France; indeed, his Republicanism had 
caused a scandal on his elevation, and provoked an 
inquiry into the soundness of his theology, out of 
which he emerged triumphant. 








THE COWARDICE OF THE PEERS. 





es first steps in a great struggle, which before 
it is ended must have far-reaching and momen- 
tous consequences for the people of the United 
Kingdom, have been taken during the past week. 
The House of Lords is just now engaged in cpn- 
sidering the Employers’ Liability Bill. We shall 
pay their lordships the compliment of not pretending 
to know the precise amendments which they mean 
to introduce into that measure; though, indeed, if 
we were disposed, we think we could forecast those 
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amendments with sufficient accuracy from the 
recent utterances of the leader of the Tory party. 
But whatever steps the Peers may take for the pur- 
pose of altering the Bill, there is one point upon 
which no reasonable person can entertain a doubt— 
that is, that every step will be taken in the interests, 
not of the employed, but of the employers. The fatal 
and incurable defect of the House of Lords as at 
present constituted is that it represents the interests 
and desires, not of the nation, but of a class. It has 
taken the Employers’ Liability Bill into its considera- 
tion in the spirit of a committee of masters eager to 
defend their own order against what they regard as 
the unjustifiable encroachments and demands of the 
working man. A few amongst them—a mere hand- 
ful in point of numbers—are striving bravely to 
make themselves heard on behalf of the great 
multitude outside. They might as well try to drown 
with their voices the roar of the Atlantic. The 
overwhelming majority of the Upper House have 
ranged themselves permanently on the side of the 
capitalist, and no attempt to plead the cause of 
Labour has the smallest chance of being listened to 
in this assembly, which represents alone the privileged 
few. This is the plain truth with regard to the position 
of the House of Lords, not merely on this question of 
the Employers’ Liability Bill, but upon all similar 
questions that are submitted to it. No one who 
considers the state of things which thus exists will 
wonder at the fact that the great question of con- 
temporary politics which threatens soon to dwarf all 
others in importance is that of the position of the 
House of Lords under the Constitution. Is it 
possible, indeed, to conceive a more ridiculous 
spectacle than that which we are now looking upon ? 
The representative House, elected by all classes and 
composed of members of all parties, has, after full 
debate, agreed upon a measure which it believes to 
be not only just in itself, but necessary for the pro- 
tection of the working population of the country. 
This measure is now placed at the mercy of a body 
composed solely of members of the capitalist class ; 
and this body of great land-owners, merchant-princes, 
brewers, bankers, and millionaires is allowed to have 
just as much influence in shaping the Bill, in altering 
it and amending it, as the House of Commons, repre- 
senting all classes and all shades of opinion, has. We 
know beforehand what the result is likely to be. It 
would be just as wise to submit the measure for final 
revision to the directors of the London and North 
Western Railway. Indeed, we believe that any body 
of men engaged in the daily clash and clang of com- 
uercial business would be more likely to deal wisely 
nd justly with the questions raised by the Em- 
ployers’ Liability Bill than a House, many of whose 
members are so far removed by their position from 
the realities of daily life that they have lost touch 
with the rudimentary principles of social equity, and 
have become incapable of considering any question 
except from the narrow standpoint of their own 
interests and prejudices. Yet the Constitution 
decrees that to such a body the fortunes of this Bill 
must be committed. Is it wonderful that the 
working classes should await the results of the oper- 
ation with a feeling not far removed from derision ? 
The best friends of the Peers must acknowledge 
that nothing characterises their action more strongly 
than the amazing maladroitness they constantly 
exhibit in their attempts to hide their true character 
from the country. They are a House of Tories, of 
landlords, of capitalists. All their instincts and all 
their interests aoe them to take one particular 
side of every social and every political question 


which is submitted to them. And, as a rule, they 
take that side with indecent alacrity, save only when 
their own cowardice cauzes them to hesitate. But 








not infrequently, when they have been guilty of 
some flagrantly audacious violation of justice, com- 
mitted in the interests of themselves and of the order 
to which they belong, their tardily awacened fears 
lead them to try to retrace their steps. And what a 
spectacle of shuffling cowardice and ineptitude they 
then present to the world! We have only to refer 
to their proceedings last week on the subject of 
Betterment for an illustration of this truth. A few 
months ago, with Lord Salisbury at their head, they 
rejected with ostentatious exultation a proposal, the 
only fault of which was that it enforced a principle 
the justice of which men of all parties united 
in affirming. That the owners of property, the 
pecuniary value of which was increased by improve- 
ments carried out at the expense of the ratepayers, 
should contribute a fair proportion of that expense, 
is surely a principle which no honest man outside of 
Bedlam would be prepared to deny. Unquestionably, 
there is no legislative body in the world, except the 
House of Lords, which would have dared to deny it. 
But the Peers, resolute in defence of the selfish 
interests of their order, rudely set at defiance the 
opinion which the House of Commons had by a large 
majority affirmed, and kicked the principle of Better- 
ment into the streets. Even their toadies in the 
press and their champions in the House of Commons 
stood aghast at their folly, and none but their 
bitterest enemies rejoiced. But the cold fit has set 
in with severity. Every Peer—except, perhaps, the 
Duke of Argyle—now admits that it was in something 
like a fit of temporary insanity that the House of 
Lords, at the bidding of Lord Salisbury as the 
representative of London ground-landlordism, refused 
to allow the House of Commons to redress in even 
the slightest degree the grievous burden of injustice 
laid upon the ratepayers of London. They know 
how their action has been regarded, even by their 
own political friends, and most of them are probably 
conscious that their decision on the Betterment 
clauses of the London Improvement Bill was nothing 
less than an act of selfish and inexcusable dishonesty. 
Having at last arrived at this consciousness, they 
are manifestly anxious, not to retrace their steps, 
but to cloak the real nature of their conduct, and, if 
possible, deceive the public. So Lord Morley is put 
up to move a resolution suggesting that a joint 
committee of the two Houses should be appointed to 
consider whether the owners of property, the value 
of whose estates has been clearly increased by the ex- 
penditure of public funds, can be equitably required to 
contribute to the cost by which they have thus bene- 
fited. Was ever so ridiculous a proposal submitted even 
to the House of Lords before? As well might a 
Committee of Co-respondents propose, -as an alter- 
native to a divorce case, an inquiry into the justice 
and expediency of the Seventh Commandment. The 
Government would have been wanting in its duty, both 
to the House of Commons and to the country, if it had 
not instantly rejected a proposal at once so foolish 
and so insulting. The Peers must find some other 
way of deliverance from the position in which they 
have seen fit to place themselves. The country is 
hardly likely, even to save the House of Lords from 
a dire humiliation, to allow the fundamental prin- 
ciples of common honesty to be submitted to the 
jurisdiction of a joint committee in which the 
ground landlords of the metropolis will have an 
equal voice with the representatives of the nation. 
But the disdainful refusal of Ministers even to con- 
sider the miserable proposal by which the House of 
Lords is seeking to escape from the consequences of 
its own act marks the beginning of a grave era in 
our political history. The cham her of the few has 
trampled, in the interests of the few, upon the rights 
of the many; it has done so before, and, by the 
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weakness of the House of Commons, has been 
allowed to evade the punishment it had so justly 
incurred. The case is different now, and the House 
of Lords is left to bear the full consequences of its 
own misdeeds. It will be edifying to see what 
further acts of cowardice it will commit in its 
attempts to escape from the inevitable penalty. 








PROGRESS IN PARLIAMENT. 

HE Opposition press is jubilant over the state 
| of business in the House of Commons. Ministers, 
if we are to believe the Times and kindred prints, are 
bereft of their senses if they suppose that they can 
possibly carry out their programme for the Autumn 
Session. Here is the beginning of December; 
Christmas will be upon us in three weeks’ time; and 
here, on the other hand, are countless amendments 
to the many clauses of the Local Government Bill 
still waiting to be considered. How can the Ministry 
possibly imagine that it will be able to complete its 
work for the year before the 3lst of December? 
This is the question which is being constantly put in 
the Tory newspapers; and it is, as a rule, accom- 
panied by a demonstration of the utter absurdity of 
the notion that the present Session can be continued 
for an indefinite period in the new year, until the work 
which ought to be done before Christmas is at last 
accomplished. Now it is too true that, according to 
present appearances, the legitimate expectations of 
the Government with regard to the progress of 
business are not likely to be realised. Al! along it 
has, indeed, been clear that those expectations were 
founded upon the calculation that the Opposition 
would desist from deliberate obstruction. Mr. 
Balfour and his party had professed a great desire 
to “assist’’ in the passing of the Local Government 
Bill, a measure which not one of them ventured 
openly to oppose. It was only courteous to take 
them at their word, and to calculate the probable 
duration of the Session and the rate of progress with 
business in accordance with these repeated declara- 
tions on the part of the Opposition. Unfortunately, 
as we now know, the members of the Tory party—or 
at least some of its members—never meant what 
they said when they talked of assisting the Local 
Government Bill. For a few weeks their attitude 
towards that measure has been halting and uncertain. 
They allowed everybody to see that they did not 
like it; but at the same time they were careful to 
resort to no steps openly hostile. Now, however, 
their tactics have been changed. Obstruction as 
wanton, as open, and as unblushing as that which 
was employed against the Home Rule Bill last 
summer is now being used for the purpose of killing 
the Local Government Bill. The Tory party, after 
pretending during the last General Election to be in 
favour of some scheme of reform in rural adminis- 
tration, is now doing its best to destroy by means of 
Parliamentary obstruction the great measure brought 
forward by the Liberal Government. We by no 
means wish to be understood as asserting that all 
the Tory amendments and Tory speeches are merely 
obstructive. There are certain gentlemen on the 
Opposition benches who are genuinely interested in 
this question of village government, and who are 
really trying to improve the Bill according to their 
own point of view. But this does not affect the fact 
that another and a very powerful section of the 
Opposition has deliberately taken up the weapons of 
obstruction, and is now seeking by their use to delay 
and defeat the measure. 

This being the case, it is obvious that the calcula- 
tions which were based on a belief in the good faith 





of the Tory party can no longer be maintained. If 
Sir Richard Webster and his friends are resolved to 
obstruct, then the Local Government Bill cannot 
possibly get through Committee before Christmas, 
and may possibly not get through before the end of 
January. It follows that Ministers must either 
submit to a severe defeat, or must take special 
measures to prevent the loss of their Bill and of the 
Autumn Session. The resolve which they formed 
some time ago, and to which Mr. Gladstone has more 
than once referred, to continue sitting until the Bill 
was actually carried, no matter how much the debates 
might be prolonged, becomes a very difficult measure 
in face of deliberate and systematic obstruction. 
For, as experience has taught us, obstruction if per- 
sisted in without remorse can be prolonged almost 
indefinitely. The Closure can, of course, do some- 
thing to defeat it; but in the case of such a measure 
as the Local Government Bill the application of the 
Closure could under any circumstances be nothing 
more than partial. The Bill is necessarily so com- 
plicated in its character, and deals with so many 
different points of the greatest importance, that the 
guillotining process applied to the Home Rule Bill 
could hardly be adopted in this case. The only 
course for Ministers, therefore, if they should 
resolve to carry the Bill through the House of 
Commons and to send it to the House of Lords 
during the present session, will be to resort to 
something like continuous sittings, and to force the 
measure through the Lower House, no matter what 
amount of obstruction it may meet with. We 
are still inclined to hope that the knowledge 
that they will under no circumstances allow the 
time already devoted to the Bill to be wasted, and 
that if necessary they will take this course, will 
produce its due effect upon the Opposition, and lead 
to a withdrawal of purely obstructive amendments. 
There is another course open to Ministers, to which 
we may expect that they will resort if the Opposition 
should persist in wasting time by the adoption of 
dilatory tactics. The Bill can be carried up to a 
certain point during the present session; and the 
House may then order that it shall be taken next 
session at the point which it has then reached. 
There is nothing irregular or unconstitutional in 
such a proposal as this. It has long been regarded 
by many authorities as one of the most efficient 
means of combating the growing spirit of obstruc- 
tion, and of preventing the waste of Parliamentary 
time which all now deplore. If this course should in 
the end be adopted with regard to the Local Govern- 
ment Bill, we might hope to see great progress made 
in Committee before Christmas. Some of the most 
important points in connection with the measure have 
already been decided, and there is still plenty of time 
in which to deal with many other contentious 
questions. When the Christmas adjournment takes 
place the House might be prorogued, and next 
session Parliament could again take up the Bill at- 
the point at which it was left for the present year. 
We do not know whether Ministers will adopt this 
method of meeting an unexpected emergency; we 
do not even know whether it will be necessary to 
resort to this procedure, for when the Opposition 
understand that the Government are thoroughly in 
earnest, and that under no circumstances will they 
allow the time already spent upon the Bill to be 
wasted, they may reconsider their course and adopt a 
wiser and more moderate policy. But it is just as 
well that we should bear in mind the fact that this 
course is open to Ministers, and that even if the 
flagrant obstruction which is now threatened should 
be persisted in, it will have no other effect than to 
delay by a few weeks or months the final passing of 
the Local Government Bill. 
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THE EUROPEAN SITUATION, 


T ORD SALISBURY may be excused for being 
4 fascinated by the spectacle of Europe at this 
moment, and for talking in his portentous way of 
the general sense of insecurity which the sudden 
transformations that befall the fairest prospects 
spread amongst observers. Last week the French 
Government, confident, almost triumphant, with 
the prestige of the Russian /¢tes behind it, was 
meeting a new Chamber with a boldly Conservative 
programme and the moral certainty of a compact 
majority. In one quarter of an hour it fell—fell, not 
in the usual way, but in a way which multiplies and 
spreads around the possibilities of catastrophe. It is 
surrounded in Europe by a ruck of fallen Govern- 
ments and Governments labouring in the trough 
of difficulty. Italy, Greece, and Servia are with- 
out Ministries. In Germany, Chancellor Caprivi 
is facing the Reichstag with danger and uncer- 
tainty before him. In Austria, Count Kalnoky 
wice Count Taafe hors de combat is leading a forlorn 
hope. The Sagasta Government in Spain has only 
avoided disaster by escaping to Melilla—and war. 
In presence of this situation of the European 
nations—which Lord Salisbury happily compares to 
thatof a squadron of formidableironclads,a mistakeat 
the helm of any one of which might produce frightful 
calamities—the management of England’s helm calls 
for the utmost vigilance and dexterity: a truth of 
which readers of our letter from Constantinople 
to-day may gather some idea. It would be impos- 
sible, indeed, to exaggerate the gravity of the posi- 
tion. If this were a superstitious age, the impending 
extra-big eruption of Vesuvius which the meteorolo- 
gists threaten would, with all these other signs and 
wonders, be taken as a portent of some dire event. 
Ghosts do not squeal and gibber in the streets as 
they did before the Ides of March, but the imagina- 
tive might claim that the spectres of Anarchism were 
a fair modern substitute. Let us at least say absit 
omen, and pray that the Continental Ides of March 
may continue to be delayed. It is a moment to 
realise anew that civilisation in Europe is carrying 
on its work under the constant menace of such a 
date. 

The crisis in France is the most interesting of the 
week's series. There is something almost fatalistic in 
the way the first promising effort to start the Third 
Republic on the career of party government has been 
brought to grief at the very outset by a trivial and 
irrelevant accident. M. Dupuy determined to break 
with the tradition of Republican concentration and 
go in for a homogeneous Cabinet. He resolved to 
get rid of his three colleagues from the Left, and 
was only dissuaded by M. Carnot from doing so three 
weeks ago. It was all arranged, however, in the 
smoothest manner: the three would leave immedi- 
ately after the Government got its vote of confidence 
from the Chamber. Half an hour before the vote 
was to have been taken—half an hour too soon—one 
of the three disclosed to some friends his intention 
to resign. A scene ensued, amid which the arrange- 
ment was upset on the spot; and not only was the 
Dupuy Ministry broken, but the whole prospect 
before the Chamber was in an instant rendered 
chaotic and problenratical. The Chamber is a new 
one ; most of its forces are unknown quantities; the 
new elements are inexperienced; those who have 
experience belong, for the most part, to that class of 
deputies who have already brought the Chamber to 
disgrace; a violent group of Socialists possess a 
double capacity—for frightening the timid bourgeois 
towards the Right on the one hand, and for attract- 
ing and crystallising the discontent of the Left on 
the other; but, as M. Raynal’s meeting the other 











day showed, the Moderates are the principal 
element in the Chamber, and have it in their power 
to bestow a working majority on the Minister 
who knows how to use it. It is a situation from 
which a strong leader, taking it at the right moment, 
and relying on the predominant moderate spirit and 
on the gratified national sentiment of the country 
outside, might, by giving it leadership, have educed 
order and power; but once let go to pieces, the 
mirror once broken, it is a situation with possibilities 
in it of the gravest mischief. With the Socialists 
emboldened; with the Moderates disheartened by 
the disappointments to which Parliamentary gov- 
ernment is continually subjecting them; with 
Chauvinism raising its head; with the unsmirched 
men of experience all but used up, and those old 
Parliamentary hands, the Panamists, back almost to 
a man, the fortunes of the Chamber, are anything 
but so fair as they might have been had M. Dupuy 
not made his stumble on the threshold. 

A significant feature of the crisis is that M. Carnot 
has been blamed a good deal for his share in precipi- 
tating it. It is said that he interfered too much with 
M. Dupuy. We do not sympathise with this com- 
plaint, for we hold—and have held since the Panama 
.cisis last year—that the fault of M. Carnot is that 
he interferes too little, that he uses the powers which 
the Constitution gives him too little to secure what 
he believes to be right. It is the fault of all the 
governing men of France at the present hour. None 
of them appears to have will enough, or force of 
character enough, to do something bold for his own 
opinion. M. Dupuy let himself be persuaded against 
his judgment by M. Carnot when he wanted to re- 
organise his Cabinet three weeks ago, just as 
MM. Terrier and Viette let themselves be over-per- 
suaded into waiting in a false position by M. Dupuy ; 
and M. Peytral let himself be swayed to the same 
purpose by his wife, who did not like to forego a 
children’s party she was giving at the Ministere / 
Twelve months ago M. Carnot might have saved 
the Republic from a danger from which, be it noted, 
it has not yet escaped; he might have cleared its 
Augean stable from a moral rottenness from which 
it has not yet been cleared; but when the country, 
amid the anarchy and shame of those days, looked to 
the seat of supreme authority for a sign, a gleam of 
direction, a word of command, it saw only a silent 
and elusive shadow. France would have forgiven 
then even some going beyond the Constitution to a 
President who showed he could govern and not 
merely preside. But, as a matter of fact, as M. 
de Vogiié has pointed out, a strong President in 
France has no need to go outside the Constitution. 
What M. Carnot clings to with helpless persistency 
is not the Constitution, but a false and spurious 
tradition. The powers of the Chief of State in 
France are more than ample. For example, the 
President may initiate laws equally with the members 
of the two Chambers; he disposes of the armed 
forces; he nominates to ail civil and military ap- 
pointments ; the President may communicate with 
the Chamber by messages which must be read by a 
Minister; the President may call on the Chamber to 
deliberate on a matter a second time, and the 
demand must be obeyed; the President may adjourn 
the Chamber for a month twice in the same session ; 
with the consent of the Senate he can dissolve the 
Chamber of Deputies at any time; besides, there is 
no limit to his choice of Ministers, and there is 
nothing to prevent him addressing messages direct 
to the country. One can imagine what a Gambetta 
or a Cleveland would make of such powers. The 
French Republic has two alternatives to anarchy in 
the near future: the system of yoy. government, 
or a strong! President who will make use of his 
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constitutional prerogatives. M. Dupuy has failed to 
give her the one, and from the aspect of the Chamber 
it does not seem likely that she will get it from his 
successor ; M. Carnot has so far failed to give her the 
other. The resentment manifest in many quarters 
at his interference now—when a new presidential 
election is at hand—must be helped in no small 
degree by the recollection of his inactivity when his 
interference was really needed. 

In Italy the crisis is less interesting but more 
dangerous than that of France. France, with its 
wealth and the superb strength and solidarity of the 
nation at large, can afford for some time yet the 
burden of its anarchic politicians; but every change 
and every hour brings Italy deeper into that state 
her inevitable advance towards which has long been 
the chief menace to European peace. There too the 
need of the hour is for a strong man, or at least 
one who will have the courage to put his opinions 
to the proof of action. Every Ministry starts out 
with its great programme of retrenchment, but 
when it comes to action, one after the other 
loses its resolution. The Giolitti Cabinet, having 
fallen over the “Panamino,” is succeeded by a 
Zanardelli Cabinet; but who believes that Zanar- 
delli will have, any more than Giolitti, either the 
ability or the nerve to carry out the only policy 
capable of saving the country from bankruptcy ? 
The one respectable party now in the Italian 
Chamber are the Radicals of the Extreme Left, and 
they are as yet too few to be more than destructively 
effective. Things seem shaping ominously for the 
return of Signor Crispi, than which a more undesir- 
able event could not befall. Signor Crispi’s “ strong- 
manism ”’ could only work in the opposite direction 
to that of peace, retrenchment, and reform; under 
him, “the Father of the Triple Alliance ’’ —the 
person chiefly responsible for the financial gdchis— 
the temptation which always besets nations threatened 
with bankruptcy to escape from its humiliations by 
rushing into war would grow stronger than it is— 
and even now that alternative is being canvassed in 
Italian periodicals. The best we can hope for Italy 
at the present moment is a speedy General Election 
in which (per impossibile /) the Catholic vote might 
be allowed by the Vatican to take part in co-opera- 
tion with the Extreme Radicals. 








IRISH ANARCHISM. 





‘JT deserves to be noted as a gain for reason and 

light in the treatment of a great controversy 
that the English press generally has discussed 
certain occurrences of the past week in Dublin 
without suggesting that they furnish any materials 
for the argument against Home Rule. For our own 
part we see little ground for doubting that there is 
a connection between the murder of the man Reid 
and the placing of a package of dynamite beside the 
wall of a Dublin barracks, or that the perpe- 
trators of these deeds acted with a view to what they 
considered “political” ends. Reid was probably 
shot, as an informer or an intending informer, by 
the secret society to which he belonged, and the 
dynamite was probably placed by gentlemen (of the 
same society) who were animated by a desire to 
“make history,” like the colleagues of Mr. James 
Carey in the Phenix Park. That is one’s first im- 
pression on reading the news, and we shall be greatly 
surprised if it does not turn out to be the right one. 
Nevertheless no one now, not even the Times, 
ventures to pretend that there is any relation 
between the authors of this form of political action 
and any party or section of known politicians in 





Ireland. This, we say, is a great gain, which in 
part we owe to the good offices of the Times itself 
(in the matter of the Parnell Commission), and in 
part also to the way in which the public mind in 
this country may now be said to be familiarised by 
the eight years’ controversy with the genuine 
realities of the Irish question. We all know how 
greedily at a previous period—while we yet sat 
in comparative darkness—some of us would have 
sought to obtain party capital out of these 
occurrences. On this occasion only Mr. Carson, 
and he is not an Englishman, has made a half- 
hearted, chillingly-received attempt at exploitation 
by a question in the House of Commons. We 
have arrived at that wise and decent stage when we 
can envisage at least this phase of the Irish Question 
without party bias. We can all be frank about it. 
It is too serious, we perceive, to be made the sport 
of the cruel levities of electioneering ; it is not serious 
enough to be taken aw grand¢ tragique. Just as the 
Governments of Europe are about to take concerted 
action in regard to Anarchism in general, so English- 
men and Irishmen of all parties may agree to keep 
their political differences out of the way of a right 
study of the particular form of the disease which has 
its habitat in their own islands. 

It is really a disease, we believe, in Dublin, as in 
Barcelona. Irish Anarchism has its own peculiar 
features—features of origin, causation, manner, and 
so forth—which render it distinct from the Con- 
tinental form, and even from the form which can be 
diagnosed in Trafalgar Square; but it does not 
differ from the general type in that it too is a 
species of insanity. What the German Emperor is 
reported to have said of the persons who sent him 
and his Chancellor infernal machines this week, 
namely, that such persons were “ripe for the mad- 
house,”’ is equally true of the perpetrators of the 
Irish outrages. The Irish Anarchist, as well as his 
Continental brother, is a criminal and dangerous 
lunatic. One of the points, however, in which he 
differs from his Continental brother is that generally 
there is less evidence of method in his madness. His 
intelligence is not merely perverted, but it is of the 
lowest type. Driven on by a blind instinct of revolt 
against what he deems to be tyranny—in his case 
the tyranny is embodied in the representatives of 
Dublin Castle, as in the case of the Social Anarchist 
it is embodied in the person of the “ bourgeois” 
—he oftener than not so contrives his deeds as to 
give the impression that he was an enemy not 
of the tyranny, but of the enemies of the tyranny. 
The system of Castle government in freland is an 
evil one, which Mr. Chamberlain has condemned in 
language of befitting severity; but the creatures 
who professed to strike at it when they slew Lord 
Frederick Cavendish and Mr. Burke gave it a new 
lease of life, and for the time being a new justifica- 
tion in the eyes of all men. Their real blow 
fell upon that political party whose constitutional 
efforts were steadily and surely leading to the 
reform of the system. Indeed, in injuring the 
cause of constitutionalism these men feel a special 
satisfaction—a satisfaction which is a mark of the 
revolutionist everywhere. They feel that constitu- 
tional reform is their chief obstacle ; if the consti- 
tutional movement could be destroyed, they, they 
argue, could have the field to themselves. A miser- 
able vanity, the egotism of lunacy, possesses them. 
The Prefect of Police in Paris the other day announced 
that the Anarchists love to be advertised, to hear 
themselves spoken of; and he warned the press 
against publishing their portraits. Ravachol, he men- 
tioned, had intended to go to the scaffold singing 
an abominable song which he had composed for the 
occasion, but he broke down and died like a coward 





602 THE SPEAKER. 


[December 2, 1893. 








when he found the execution so arranged that 
there was no procession and no opportunity of 
posturing before the crowd. The anarchists of 
London are passing votes of thanks to Mr. 
Darling for getting them made the subject of a 
debate in the House of Commons. The benighted 
wretches whose souls fester in the squalid Dublin 
purlieus where they foregather have a tremendous 
notion of their importance, and look not merely with 
hatred, but with withering contempt, upon all the 
Lords and gentlemen who play the game of politics 
in the parliamentary arena, and upon all the 
powers and resources of the British Empire. The 
trial of the Invincibles brought this feature of the 
psychology of the Irish anarchist out with great 
distinctness. 

The present splutter of anarchism in Dublin is 
manifestly due to certain dregs of the conspiracy 
which was crushed out under Lord Spencer in 
1583 being galvanised into a spasm of life by 
the anarchic mania which is spreading like a con- 
tagion over all Europe; and perhaps helped also by 
the partial disorganisation which the constitutional 
forces have suffered owing to the terrible ordeal of 
the split. The outbreak, we believe, is of the 
slightest, and, in any case, the Dublin police, who 
have always shown themselves singularly well able 
to deal with such conspiracies, may be trusted to see 
the matter through without extraneous aid. What 
seems to us to be the most valuable, as well as the 
justest, observation to make upon the subject is to 
note it as a dying flicker of a phase of Irish 
crime which has for some years past been steadily 
passing away. Anarchism, a violent manifestation 
of discontent by disordered brains, there will doubt- 
less be in the Ireland of the future, as there will be 
in the Europe and the America of the future; but 
under a Home Rule Constitution there will be an 
end of anarchism of this particular kind, and in the 
Ireland of Home Rule we believe there will be less 
anarchism of any kind than in any other country. 
In a natural state—that is, in a state the result of a 
sufficient period of just representative government— 
the Irish population should be the least promising 
soil in Europe for the seeds of anarchism ; it is the 
sombre ages of misunderstanding, ignorance, and 
oppression which have produced the soil out of 
which all Irish political and agrarian crime has 
sprung. Undoubtedly the dregs of conspiracies that 
still exist are the remnants of a malady not yet 
wholly eradicated, and not to be eradicated except 
by the drastic remedy of self-government. The im- 
provement of recent years, notwithstanding a variety 
of provocations, the fact that wholesale evictions 
have been attended by an unprecedented absence of 
crime, the marvellous patience with which thou- 
sands of evicted tenants have been bearing 
their sufferings year after year—it is all due, 
as every honest observer knows, to the healthful 
influence which the near approach of that remedy 
has already spread throughout Irish society. 
Mr. Carson, in his speech at Oxford, alluded 
to “what always happens as soon as the reins of 
government are relaxed in Ireland.” He forgets 
that the Invincible conspiracy grew up under the 
influence of the severest coercion régime that Ire- 
land had known for thirty years. We will not say 
what might happen if all the hopes which are keep- 
ing Ireland wholesome were defeated and the people 
flung back upon their despair again. We refuse to 
contemplate that contingency, for we believe it will 
never arise. The governing men of both English 
political parties are at heart determined that it 
never shall. To the candid mind what is certain 
is that since Home Rule came within the region of 
practical politics, the forces of criminal disorder 





have steadily diminished in Ireland, and the forces 
on whose help the law can count for the extirpation 
of crime have enormously increased. 


THE TRADE OUTLOOK. 








W* have received several communications in 

reference to our article of last week on The 
Trade Outlook, most of them giving expression to 
the opinion that we were too optimistic in our views. 
The communications are very interesting, and some 
of the facts mentioned would be worth quoting. 
Unfortunately they are private, and we can only 
refer to them in the most general language. Broadly 
they come to this, that the state of business in the 
City is worse now thaa it has been for forty or fifty 
years, and that trade is leaving the country in an 
alarming way. In support of the latter statement 
several facts are cited. We would remind our 
correspondents that depressions in trade recur every 
few years, and that each time similar complaints are 
loudly made and generally are accompanied by an 
agitation for reciprocity, fair-trade, and the like. Has 
it not occurred to our correspondents that a complaint 
which is made every few years and then dies out, and 
which is contradicted by the unquestioned fact that 
the country has all the time been growing in trade, 
population, and wealth, must be based upon a mis- 
conceived interpretation of the economic phenomena ? 
As a matter of course we must lose certain branches 
of our trade as time goes on. This country was the 
first to start forward in commercial expansion, owing 
to its geographical position, the inventiveness of its 
people, its vast accumulated wealth, and its pre- 
eminence in machinery. For a while we had 
practically the markets of the world at our 
disposal. Gradually other countries have begun 
to develop, and as they have grown richer they 
have established manufactures of their own. It 
would be as reasonable for a father to com- 
plain of the independence of his sons as it would 
be for us to make a grievance of the fact that 
other nations are growing in intelligence and com- 
mercial energy. But while we are thus losing 
certain branches of our trade we are founding new 
industries more valuable, and we are developing the 
higher forms of the old industries, and so we are 
retaining our old superiority. It is perfectly true 
that the Norwegians, to take an example, are com- 
peting with us actively in the carrying trade. But 
the Norwegian merchant navy is practically a wooden 
and a sailing navy, while ours is mainly a steamer 
navy; and we stili retain as large a proportion of the 
carrying trade as it is reasonable to expect. 

The manufacturing development of foreign 
countries has been accompanied by the imposition of 
high protective duties. The very object of those 
duties is to prevent the people of the countries 
adopting them from buying much from foreigners, 
and where the duties are high enough they have 
succeeded in the object to a certain extent. The 
high protective duties, then, have unquestionably 
restricted our trade; but they have done much more 
injury to the countries imposing them, for they have 
disabled those countries from obtaining the best and 
cheapest goods in the free markets of the world. 
The real effect of prohibitive tariffs has been to 
impoverish the protectionist countries, though to 
some extent, no doubt, they have restricted our 
trade. We, however, have opened up new countries, 
and thus we have to a large extent made good our 
old position. Thirdly, it is unquestionable that the 
gradual demonetisation of silver has led to a con- 
tinuous fall in prices during the past twenty years, 
and thereby has exercised a bad influence upon 
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trade. The purchasing power of gold has become 
greater than it was; prices necessarily have fallen, 
therefore, and every fall has compelled producers to 
lessen for the time being their output. That, how- 
ever, is a circumstance that affects foreign countries 
more than it does ourselves, and, besides, it is tem- 
porary in its influence. After a while trade adapts 
itself to the new circumstances, and then a fresh 
period of prosperity sets in. We think, as we said 
last week, that such a period is now beginning. The 
depression from which we are suffering is universal. 
It is worse in North and South America, in Austral- 
asia, in the Far East and upon the Continent than 
it is with ourselves. It is only necessary to look at 
the number of Governments which have had to 
declare themselves insolvent to satisfy oneself 
upon that point. The depression was imme- 
diately the consequence of overtrading, over- 
speculation, overissuing of loans and companies, 
overbuilding of railways, and so on. The bad 
business accumulated by this overtrading had to 
be liquidated; the liquidation has been going on 
now for fully three years, and we are inclined to 
think that it is very nearly at an end. The monetary 
erisis in the United States is over, Argentina is 
emerging from its difficulties, the banking crash in 
Australia is working itself out. Upon the Continent, 
Portugal and Greece have broken down; and though 
the crisis has not yet reached its acutest state either 
in Spain or in Italy, yet every careful observer sees 
how it must end. Thus the world is very nearly 
eoming to an end with the clearing away of the 
débris, and the ground is prepared for the new 
construction. Moreover, the United States seems 
intent upon adopting a wiser customs policy. Ina 
very few days now Congress will begin the discussion 
of the Bill for reforming the tariff. If reasonable 
duties are adopted, after a while the United States 
will become a much better customer of this country 
than it has been for a generation, and more active 
trade with the United States will stimulate industry 
all over the globe. 

We are not in the least blind to the difficulties 
that will continue, nor do we deny that there is 
great discouragement in the City, and that the 
feeling is gloomier than it has been for a long 
time past. On the contrary, we expressly stated 
last week that trade is worse now than it has been 
since 1879. But with very much respect for the 
City, we do not look upon it as a very good judge of 
the signs of the times. Its bankers and merchants 
are excellent in their way, but they are not very 
far-seeing ; they are too much immersed in daily 
details. As yet they do not see the signs of a 
marked revivaf, while they are feeling the con- 
sequences of the great coal strike. But the 
consequences of the strike will soon pass away. 
Stocks, as we said last week, are lower than they have 
been for a long time past, and those stocks will have 
to be replenished. It is not in the nature of things 
that we should pass from gloom to cheerfulness in a 
single day, or even in a few weeks; it will take time. 
But as stocks are being replenished, as employment 
becomes more general, as one industry after another 
becomes more active, the feeling of the City will 
gradually alter. Then distrust will disappear, and 
by-and-by we fear there will be as extravagant 
confidence as there is now undue discouragement. 
We shall have wild speculation. No doubt in 


this journal we shall have to denounce much 
of that speculation, to warn the City of the 
dangers it is incurring, to advise investors not to 
be led away by specious promises. Then we shall be 
denounced as alarmists, just as now we are told we 
are too optimistic because we assure the public that 
the existing feeling is as much overdone in its way 





as the rashness of the period from 1887 to 1890. 
The world’s population grows year after year, the 
world’s savings accumulate, the world’s demand for 
commodities grows larger and larger. Trade, there- 
fore, must expand; and the country which has the 
greatest available capital, the highest mechanical 
skill, the most enterprise, the vastest accumulation 
of machinery, must always keep its place at the head 
of competing communities. 








FINANCE, 





HE investing public are growing tired of leaving 
their money on deposit with bankers. For 
some weeks now they have been buying on a fairly 
large scale consols, Indian Sterling stocks, Home 
Railway Guaranteed and Preference stocks, and 
other first-class securities. There are signs this 
week of the demand extending. We have prepared 
our readers for this from time to time, and we may 
say now that the time appears to us favourable for 
investment, if the public does not pass rashly from 
distrust to over-confidence. The investor should 
remember that, whenever he begins to buy actively, 
the Stock Exchange puts up prices against him, for 
speculators purchase in the hope of selling to him 
at a profit. Should this happen now, we would 
recommend investors to hold aloof for a time, for 
this is not a favourable moment for speculation, 
and therefore the investor need not fear a very 
sudden rush up of prices, or, at any rate, if it occurs 
it cannot be maintained. It is quite true, as we 
pointed out last week and we repeat this week, the 
liquidation rendered necessary by the crisis through 
which the world has been passing for three full 
years is nearly completed, and therefore we may 
reasonably look for a better state of things by-and- 
by. Still, there are dangers ahead which will prevent 
much speculation. Foremost amoung these is the poli- 
tical apprehension on the Continent. Another is the 
state of Italy. That country must either reduce its 
naval and military expenditure or become bank- 
rupt. But if it reduces its expenditure fears 
will arise respecting the continuance of the Triple 
Alliance. A third reason for our prediction is the 
apparent inevitableness of a crisis in Spain. Investors, 
then, need not be in too great a hurry to buy; but, 
if they exercise judgment, they can purchase favour- 
ably to themselves at present. There is no doubt, of 
course, that if a great war does break out there will 
be a general fall in prices. It is for investors them- 
selves to decide whether there is any reasonable 
probability of such a war. If they thiok not, then, 
We repeat, the time is favourable for investment. 
The end of the coal strike has contributed power- 
fully to produce a better state of things. So has 
the report of the Committee of the Argentine Con- 
gress in favour of sanctioning the arrangement of 
the debt made with the Rothschild Committee. So 
likewise has the vast accumulation of unemployed 
money in the United States. In our opinion, how- 
ever, very much activity on the New York Stock 
Exchange is not to be expected. We are now at the 
beginning of the discussion of the tariff question. 
That endangers, or at all events seems to endanger, 
the interests of such powerful and such numerous 
classes that it is very unlikely there can be much 
speculation. On the contrary, we are inclined to 
think that the markets will be very sensitive, and 
trade will be very quiet throughout the greater part 
of next year. 

The price of silver is slowly falling. It was no 
better on Wednesday than 52d. per ounce, while 
silver to be delivered next week was considerably 
lower. Unfortunately, it is only too probable that 
the fall will go on. No doubt there is still a very 
strong demand for China, Japan, and the Straits 
Settlements. Probably these countries may absorb 
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more of the metal than is now thought probable, 
and, on the other hand, mines may be closed in very 
great numbers. But the immediate prospect, never- 
theless, is of a further fall in silver, and if the Indian 
Government decides upon imposing a heavy duty 
upon it the fall will be intensified. The India 
Council met with a fresh disappointment this week. 
On Wednesday it offered for tender 50 lakhs of 
rupees in bills and telegraphic transfers, and suc- 
ceeded in selling little more than 10 lakhs. For all 
that, we still expect that the Council will be able to 
sell pretty freely for the next five or six months. 
Exports from India are not large yet, but at the end 
of this month they ought to increase very consider- 
ably, and to continue.large until the end of April or, 
perhaps, the middle of May. As usually happens at 
the end of the month, the supply of short-loan 
capital has been scarce in the open market this 
week, and the rate of discount has decidedly risen, 
applicants in considerable numbers having to go to 
the Bank of England; but the scarcity will prob- 
ably prove temporary. Up to Christmas it is 
possible that rates may be fairly well maintained ; 
but with the beginning of the New Year there is 
every reason to look for a decided falling off in the 
demand, and a considerable increase in the imports 
of gold from abroad. 








THE HUMOUR OF WOMEN. 





ERHAPS the most common complaint which man 

makes of woman is that she has so little hnmour. 
There is something like a conspiracy of great writers 
to represent her as wholly lacking that divine quality, 
and to suggest by implication that on the whole she 
is better without it. This league and covenant is 
comparatively modern, for you find no trace of it in 
Shakespeare and Cervantes. Woman’s humour is the 
merriest in “ Don Quixote,” and it is needless to cite 
Rosalind, Portia, Beatriceor Maria, to illustrate Shake- 
speare’s appreciation of feminine wit. And observe 
that it is a wit which is not circumscribed by any 
imaginary limitations of sex, but constantly beats 
man at his own weapons, matches his richest 
fantasy, makes a fool of him in precisely that 
vein of folly of which the masculine mind is 
now supposed to have the exclusive relish. Clearly 
Shakespeare was no party to the assumption 
that woman misses the rarest enjoyment of the 
human comedy. Orlando is a witless youth com- 
pared with his disguised Ganymede in doublet and 
hose. Bassanio, and the whole majesty of the 
law in Venice, have not a tithe of the mother-wit 
which enables the lady of Belmont to turn the tables 
on rapacious Jews and unwelcome suitors. It may 
be that in Shakespeare’s day women took a larger 
view of humanity than their modern sisters—a view 
by no means dependent for its breadth on specific 
schemes of emancipation. Life was not oppressed 
then by the zeal which passes for conscience 
in these days—a conscience which is sometimes 
as sick with self-love as Malvolio’s vanity. Or 
it may be that Shakespeare endowed his women 
with gifts and graces which owed their substance 
mainly to his prodigal imagination, and in no sense 
represented a philosophical estimate of the feminine 
intelligence. The dark dame of the Sonnets may 
have prompted some of this lavish largesse of merry 
fancy ; but very little can have been inspired by the 
mature and lymphafie personality of Anne Hatha- 
way. In the boundless expanse of his resources, 
Shakespeare had no need to rely on portraiture. He 
drew ideal women, full of health and animal spirits, 
and wholly unashamed of the richness of the blood 
which courses through their veins. In our morbid 
age this bounty of Nature is either repressed as 
indecorous and even shocking, or (as there is too 
much reason to suspect) it has fallen to so low an 
ebb that sometimes one marvels how women have 





blood enough to get through the irreproachable 
duties of a single day. 

Are we, then, to explain this deficiency of 
feminine humour by a slow circulation? Some 
colour is given to this by the observation that there 
is so little geniality amongst our modern women. 
In literature, when they have any conscious wit at 
all, it is usually of the satirical and even sardonic 
kind. George Eliot had humour which, at times, was 
of almost Shakespearian breadth, but there is very 
little in the women she created. Mrs. Poyser is 
always amusing, but she is caustic, not genial. Mrs. 
Cadwallader says excellent things; but they are all 
like her epigram about Mr. Casaubon’s great soul— 
“a great bladder for dried peas to rattle in.” They 
have a sting, not a mellow flavour. The real 
humour of George Eliot was lavished on a man like 
Mr. Brooke, who was perfectly unconscious of it, 
and who, as a type of exquisite fatuity, is as 
actual still as if he sat behind Mr. Balfour in 
the House of Commons. Here is geniality in 
plenty ; but what would we give for a touch of it 
even in the stately Romola, who might have saved 
Tito from abject scoundrelism if she could only have 
laughed at him! But no; the genial humour of 
Florence in the fifteenth century seems to have been 
monopolised by barbers. If you take the masculine 
novelist’s women of our own century, there is, as I 
have said, a conspiracy to make a jest the antithesis 
of maidenly and matronly perfection. Becky Sharp 
had a sense of fun; but, good heavens! what a 
bringing up! Those paragons of virtue, Helen and 
Laura Pendennis, could not have cracked a joke 
to save their lives. It is lamentably plain that 
Thackeray wholly disbelieved in the existence of a 
good woman who had any real zest for the comedy 
of life. Such a zest is incompatible with an attitude 
of perpetual severity towards the errors of humanity. 
Now Laura had not the slightest capacity for relaxing 
her censorship of morals. In the original edition of 
“ Pendennis” there is a symbolic picture of a young 
man with wife and child gently pulling him one way, 
and an artful siren beckoning him another. Yousee 
at once that all the fun of the fair is on the side of 
the minx, and all the virtue, with never the smallest 
dash of joyous vivacity, on the side of the matron. 
There is nothing in the English language which can 
compare with the delicacy of Thackeray’s sentiment 
about women, with his persuasive grace and elo- 
quence when he extols their infinite patience and 
forgiveness for the perversity of man. But never are 
we suffered to forget that all this goodness is mated 
with a frigid austerity even towards the most venial 
offence. The views of Mrs. Arthur Pendennis are 
narrow, pragmatical, and priggish; and it is clear 
that in Thackeray's opinion they represented the only 
moral and intellectual code by which our virtuous 
womankind can keep man from absolutely wallowing 
in the trough of self-indulgence. In Dickens woman 
plays a purely negative part. In Scott she is like 
the lady in Calverley’s poem, who was 


“ All, more than all my fancy painted. 
Once, when she handed me a wing 
Of goose, I thought I should have fainted.” 


You may swoon at the sight or thought of her 
charms, but she is not in the slightest degree enter- 
taining. In George Meredith woman is, in some 
ways, desperately feminine; but when she contri- 
butes to your amusement it is by her brilliant in- 
genuity in concealing from a polite society the fact 
that, although a countess, she is the daughter of a 
tailor. 

These great authorities would seem to have 
determined that woman is not a humorous animal. 
Indeed, I am by no means sure that to call woman 
an animal at all will not be condemned as serious 
disrespect, if not downright outrage. She is too 
often treated as a figment of sentimentalism or 
merely as a factor which reproduces the physio- 
logical and recurring decimal of humanity. She is 
“uncertain, coy, and hard to please” one moment, 
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and “a ministering angel” the next; but never, or 
very seldom, a healthy, robust creature, with the 
keenest capacity for true enjoyment, and with that 
outlook on human affairs which does not divide the 
world into half-bred zealots and _irreclaimable 
sinners. This is why such a book as “ Adventures 
in Mashonaland” is welcome far beyond any 
pretensions to literary merit. The authors are 
two hospital nurses, Miss Rose Blennerhassett 
and Miss Lucy Sleeman, one of them bearing 
an Irish name that does honour to the “Celtic 
fringe” from which we derive so much that is 
humanising in our national existence. These ladies 
have not produced a piece of literature, but a narra- 
tive of privations in a pioneer camp where gentle- 
men who got drunk strove to extinguish a fire by 
moral suasion, and complained of “ green spiders and 
other abnormal reptiles”; and where the pestilence 
walked by day and the lions by night. This un- 
conventional community, half orgie and half hospital, 
was kept in order by two women, who neither 
preached nor cajoled, but surmounted every trouble 
by sheer good humour and good sense. The honest 
fun which bubbles in nearly every page of this 
volume may be commended as a wholesome tonic 
to dull though well-meaning people who imagine 
that no woman has aright to be happy save in an 
atmosphere of invocation or reproof. Here, at all 
events, we have the genial tolerance which is so rare 
in women, and which caps the paradoxes of woman- 
hood by suggesting the hospital as a school of 
humour. L. F. A. 








FRENCH LITERATURE. 





See a title as that of M. Frédéric Masson’s new 
bh) book, “ Napoléon et les Femmes” (Paris: Paul 
Ollendorff) is not exactly calculated to inspire 
confidence. Revelations concerning the alcoves and 
the secret stairs of palaces, royal or imperial, are at 
the best half lies, and at the worst sheer pornography. 
But M. Masson's book is of a different order. It is 
written with sobriety and discretion. It shows us 
a side of Napoleon's life and character which it 
imports us to know, if we wish to arrive at a com- 
plete judgment of the man. M. Masson is under- 
stood to have spent a lifetime in the collection of 
documents about the first Napoleon, and his docu- 
ments seem to have yielded a residuum of new 
fact. Seem, because we have to be content with 
the evidence of internal probability and common- 
sense. M. Masson emphatically declines to give his 
authorities. The nature of his subject-matter, the 
risk of offending the legitimate susceptibilities of 
people still living, sufficiently account for this 
reticence. Besides, M. Masson professes to have no 
desire to persuade those who are not already con- 
vinced of his honesty. Virtually he hands us his 
book with a Montaignesque epigraph ; “ceci est un 
livre de bonne foy, lecteur.” We may take it or 
leave it. 

If it were not an established fact that women 
played a large part in Napoleon’s life, we should be 
sure of it beforehand. He was a Corsican, with the 
full-blooded temperament of the South. He was a 
soldier, and a soldier at a time when armies had 
rather the licence of the medieval “ free companies” 
than the iron discipline of the modern military 
machine. He was an Emperor, the master of 
Europe, the greatest of living men, that is, a figure 
of irresistible fascination for most living women. 
The current tradition, based upon memoirs of doubt- 
ful authenticity, represents him as behaving with 
uniform baseness and brutality to the women in 
whom this fascination took practical shape. But 
this tradition—part and parcel as it was of the 
Corsican Ogre myth—is now suspect; it certainly 
finds little confirmation in M. Masson’s pages. There 
we see Napoleon rather as a man compounded in equal 
parts of sentiment and sensualism—it is a common 
mixture—a passionate lover, a doting husband, 





generous beyond measure to women who repaid him 
with ingratitude and desertion. His youth, it is clear 
—so far as such things can ever be clear—was chaste. 
Against a single conversation with a “daughter of 
joy” in the Palais Royal—one of the first instances 
on record in which the young lieutenant of artillery 
displayed that trick of cross-examination in which 
he afterwards rivalled Socrates—must be set three 
boy-and-girl attachments of idyllic purity. The 
most lasting of these was for Eugénie Desirée Clary, 
the sister-in-law of his brother Joseph, and subse- 
quently the wife of Bernadotte. But it is fairly 
evident that until Napoleon met Josephine de 
Beauharnais, “his heart,” as the phrase goes, “ had 
not spoken.” Then it spoke out with a vengeance. 
As so often happens in such cases, the lady was the 
elder of the twain; indeed, like the statesman in 
Utopia, Limited, she was “an old campaigner in the 
fields of love.” Napoleon was twenty-six, Josephine 
thirty-two. On the marriage-register, however, 
through the complicity of friends and of a mayor with 
a passion for equality, their respective ages appeared 
as twenty-eight and twenty-nine. Wives, says 
Bacon in the Essays Civil and Moral that you wot 
of, are young men’s mistresses. This was true in 
every sense of M. and Mme. Bonaparte; “on avait 
pris des avances sur la lune de miel,” as M. Masson 
puts it. Napoleon passionately adored this Creole 
from Martinique, six years older than himself. 
“ J’aime ma femme,” he said to Mme. de Staél. The 
perfervid love-letters he wrote to her from Italy 
show that, like the other men of his generation, he 
had not escaped the influence of Rousseau. “ Ah! 
je t’en prie, laisse-moi voir quelques-uns de tes dé- 
fauts; sois moins belle, moins gracieuse, moins tendre, 
moins bonne surtout; surtout ne sois jamais jalouse, 
ne pleure jamais; tes larmes m'Otent la raison, 
brilent mon sang. . . Viens me rejoindre, et, au 
moins, qu’avant de mourir nous puissions nous dire: 
Nous faimes tant de jours heureux!” Not otherwise 
wrote St. Preux to Julie. But Julie was already 
consoling herself for her lord’s absence with a certain 
M. Charles. Then came the Egyptian campaign— 
and Mme. Fourés. They met, ‘twas in the Tivoli 
Egyptien, a sort of tea-garden, at Cairo. The lady 
had been apprenticed to a mantua-maker, in fact, “a 
little French milliner,” at Carcassonne, and was now 
married to a lieutenant of Chasseurs. What followed 
reads like’ a comic parody of the story of David 
and Bathsheba. Lieutenant Fourés was sent off to 
Paris with despatches for the Directoire, and, the 
ship in which he sailed being captured by the 
English, returned, liberated on parole, to find his 
wife installed in a palace, riding on parade in full 
general's uniform, and nicknamed by the army 
“ Cleopatra.” There was nothing very extraordinary 
in the uniform ; there were few headquarters of the 
Republican armies unadorned by the presence of 
ladies en militaire. General officers were accus- 
tomed, even as late as the Spanish campaigns, 
to take their wives or mistresses to the wars; 
for example, Masséna in 1810-11. All the same, 
Fourés was furious, and “ pour se soustraire A ses 
emportements,” Madame obtained a divorce. On 
Napoleon’s return to France there was an under- 
standing that she should follow him by the next 
ship. She did; but again the troublesome English 
interfered. They captured the ship, and months 
elapsed before Mme. Fourés could reach Paris. She 
arrived too late. Napoleon’s heart had returned to 
the safe keeping of Josephine. It is odd to think 
that this Mme. Fourés was still living within a year 
of the Franco-Prussian War. She died at the age 
of ninety-two; a year or two more, and she would 
have fallen a prey to the modern interviewer. As 
it was, she told nothing, and burned all Napoleon’s 
love-letters. 

The list of this lady’s successors is almost as long 
as Leporello’s mil e tre. Both the lyric and the 
dramatic stage furnished what it would perhaps be 
a rhetorical flourish to call a Maiden Tribute. There 
was the Grassini, who conquered the conqueror in 



























































2 eee RR ens Oe ee 


nee . 


eo 



















606 THE SPEAKER. 





{December 2, 1893. 





his Italian campaign, and is said after Waterloo to 
have transferred her venal attractions to the con- 
queror on that field. “Les cigales sont-elles tenues 
d’avoir du coeur?” says M. Masson. Tragedy— 
the only form of drama, by the way, for which 
Napoleon cared—was represented by Mlle. Duches- 
nois and Mile. George. Two other items in the 
catalogue have real political significance. Both 
Eléonore de Ja Plaigne and the Countess Walewska 
had sons, whose paternity was not doubtful. It was 
at this time that Napoleon was meditating a divorce 
from Josephine because she was childless. He hesi- 
tated, fearing that there might be reasons personal 
to himself why he could never hope for an heir. 
Eléonore and the Walewska settled that doubt for 
him; and the divorce from Josephine was straight- 
way decided on. Of the subsequent marriage with 
Marie Louise, M. Masson gives a curious account, 
which is, however, too long for transcription. Suffice 
it to say, that Napoleon showed that he, at any 
rate, had not rounded Cape Turk. He had the lady 
guarded, night and day, by “femmes rouges” as 
jealously as though she were the inmate of 
a harem. If he never loved her as_ he 
had loved Josephine, he treated her with 
infinitely greater respect. Indeed, he appears to 
have made her the most generous and loyal of 
husbands. How she rewarded him when he fell, 
everybody knows; and the wunedifying chronicle 
of her subsequent “ goings-on” with Count Neipperg 
and others is to be found in M. Masson’s book. The 
gossips who delight in the little foibles of great men 
will learn from M. Masson that Napoleon admired 
small hands and feet—of a lady who had not these 
advantages he would say, “ Elle a les abatis canailles" 
—and that he prided himself on his taste in feminine 
costume—“ Vous savez que je me connais trés bien 
en toilettes,” he wrote to Savary. He would not 
allow the ladies of his court to wear sombre-coloured 
dresses. It is surprising, perhaps, but surely not 
displeasing, to find that Imperial Caesar was a bit 
of a man-milliner. 








MR. ARTHUR TOMSON’S CATS. 





HE question is whether domestic cats afford 
sufficiently rich subject-matter for twenty or 
thirty pictures. I shall, perhaps, be reminded that 
I have always maintained that what is known 
as subject is not of consequence to the artist. 
What the public knows as subject is the anec- 
dote related; what the artist knows as subject is 
the opportunity for arrangements of colour or of 
line. Understood in this sense, subject is to the 
artist what the mould is to the gardener. If the 
subject is poor, his fancy will not thrive; and how- 
ever he may cultivate the sterile soil, the harvest he 
reaps will be scanty, and of little worth. His fancy 
cannot exercise itself in space; and it seems certain 
that if a man is gifted with the sentiment of form 
and the instinct of anatomies, he will do well to 
choose a group of bathers and not a rat crouching in 
the corner of a coal-cellar. Also, it seems certain 
that if a man is gifted with the sentiment of colour 
harmonies and the instinct of contrasts, he will do 
better to choose a school of embroidery, and not a 
cage of white mice. 

It is his genius that leads him to the subject. 
By the light of genius alone may the great subject 
be discovered and its richness revealed. Take one 
of Turguéneff's. The nightingales are singing so 
loud in the garden that a young servant-maid 
cannot sleep; she gets up, but slips as she goes 
down the steps leading to the garden, and becomes 
a cripple for life. For the ordinary writer this 
subject is barren of interest. But in narrating 
this simple little anecdote Turguéneff leads us up 
to the very verge, and for a moment it seems as if 
We saw across the abyss into the mystery of life. 
Take the motive of Mr. Whistler's portrait of his 
mother. An old lady sitting in strict profile, her 











feet on a footstool, her hands on her lap; her dress 
is black, and on the left of the picture a black cur- 
tain drops in straight folds down to the old lady’s 
feet. On the grey wall there are two engravings 
in black frames. Had this arrangement been pro- 
posed to an ordinary painter, he would have said, 
“T’m afraid it will be a little monotonous.” But 
Mr. Whistler knew before he put brush to canvas 
every link in that exquisite harmony, extending 
from purple-black to the tenderest greys. 

Genius discovers passion, tenderness, and divine 
pity where the ordinary man sees only the bare 
rock of commonplace; but it does not follow that 
every aspect of nature affords equal opportunity 
to the artist. For instance, I find some difficulty in 
believing that human genius will ever succeed in 
extracting a beautiful picture from a view of the 
Crystal Palace on a bright sunny morning, and I 
think that neither a white mouse nor a blue-bottle 
will ever furnish a theme sufficient for a master- 
piece. The best-established theory is overturned by 
the simplest fact, and one day an immortal mouse 
may whisk a tail of scorn around my vain prophesy- 
ing. Until then I shall continue to believe that 
twenty pictures of mice would be vain labour ; and, 
though affording wider opportunity for artistic 
treatment, I incline to the opinion that the artist 
cannot live on cats alone any more than cats can 
live on mice alone. 

Nor do I think that Mr. Tomson got all that is in 
the domestic cat of grace of movement, subtlety of 
line, and richness and delicacy of colour. The most 
ordinary movement—the extended paw, with the 
claws half unsheathed — has not once been com- 
pletely rendered: the drawing of the paw as the 
cat unsheathes the claws is very beautiful, and 
would require very rare and refined drawing; nor 
the movement of rolling over on the back in play, 
with the accompanying whirl of the tail, and I 
take these movements as typical of a series of move- 
ments in which the beauty of the domestic cat is 
strikingly obvious. Of the grace and animation of 
the cat I find no adequate rendering; the drawing 
is often wooden and laboured, and Mr. Tomson 
does not appear to me to possess any instinct of 
anatomies. 41, “Selima,” will suffice my purpose. 
In equality of work this pastel is excellent—so good, 
that on that a great deal may be forgiven to 
it; but we are arguing a different point, and I ask if 
any of the grace and subtlety of line so characteristic 
of the domestic cat are in that drawing. It is 
more like a small rabbit than a cat, and it is more 
like a wooden rabbit than a live rabbit. 

And this drawing summarises what I have to say 
about the exhibition. Mr. Tomson seems to me 
to be a painter; his painting is often excellent in 
quality, but he does not seem to me to be in any 
marked degree an animal painter. No doubt he is 
deeply interested in cats; probably tame cats have 
been his study for years, and I do not question that 
these canvases are the result of years of patient 
observation. A good deal of the idea is always lost 
as it passes from the brain to the canvas; it is 
curious to hear an artist explain his own work, 
for he always tells you of what he failed to put 
into it; hence the value and the interest of 
prefaces. But if Mr. Tomson has not succeeded 
in expressing all the intimate and lovely animality 
of the cat, he has not failed to produce some 
excellent pieces of painting—excellent in tone 
and colour. Perhaps the most perfect piece of 
painting is 15, “ At Breakfast.” The cat repre- 
sented is alarge dark tortoise-shell ; the background 
is a dark green, and there is a blue and white plate 
in the foreground. The quality of the painting is 
excellent; the touch is large and loose, fluent and 
sure. There are no hesitations; the painter knew 
what he wanted to say, and he said it simply, without 
striving after effect. The colour is strong, sober, 
and harmonious, and the totality of effect which is 
obtained in this canvas produces in the spectator 
sensations of pleasure and satisfaction. 24, “ In 
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the Boudoir,” is also worthy of praise. It is a 
fine, manly piece of painting, the black and white 
fur is excellent, and it goes well with the green back- 
ground—in this picture the green is lighter in tone. 
But there is little observation of the animal; nor 
is the cat beautiful, and I think the painter wished 
to paint a beautiful cat. Iam not sure that beauty 
was his intention in 37, “ Supper.” However that may 
be, the cat seems a poor, unhappy, mangy creature. 
The head is badly drawn, but the painting is as gocd 
as in 15 and 24. G. M. 








FRANCE AND THE ANGLO-GERMAN TREATY. 





HE Governments of England and Germany have 
just signed a treaty for the delimitation of 
their respective territories in West Africa, which 
is presumably a good one, because it satisfies 
both parties. A line is drawn which settles the 
boundaries. England has pledged herself to make 
no acquisitions east of it, and Germany promises not 
to go west of it. Thus Yola, the staple market of 
the Niger trade, is left to England, and Germany 
has promised to abstain from any encroachment on 
the territories stretching up to the left bank of the 
Nile; whilst England has abandoned to Germany the 
larger part of Adamawa and the river Shari, with 
its tributaries, so that to German colonists the road 
to Lake Tchad lies open. It may be that in con- 
senting to this settlement, by which the Upper 
Benue and possibly Baghirmi and part of Bornu is 
left to Germany, England, as the Times says, was 
prompted by the desire of getting a friendly buffer 
state between the territory of the Niger Company 
and the frontiers of the French Congo, and leaving 
the Germans to deal as best they can with the French. 
But perhaps for the same reason the French Press 
raises an outcry against this treaty, pretending that 
it violates their claims, and that the two Powers had 
no right to dispose of territories which do not belong 
tothem. This pretension is entirely unfounded, as is 
proved by the terms of the convention between 
France and Germany of December 24th, 1885. By 
Art. 1 the Emperor of Germany renounces in favour 
of France all claims of sovereignty or protectorate 
on the territories which have been acquired by 
German subjects south of the river Campo, and 
promises to exercise no influence south of a line 
drawn from the mouth of that river to the point 
where it meets the meridian, situated 7 degrees 
10 minutes of longitude east of Paris, and from that 
point till where it meets the meridian situated 12 
degrees 40 minutes of longitude east of Paris. The 
French Government on its side renounced all claims 
north of that line, and acknowledged the German 
protectorate over Togo and Little Popo. Thus the 
“ Hinterland” of the Cameroons was left to Germany. 
But the French did not keep this treaty. Free com- 
meres and navigation were secured to the subjects of 
both partiesin their respective territories. The French, 
however, sent armed expeditions into the German 
“ Hinterland,” such as that of the famous Lieutenant 
Mizon, who went to Ngundere. Ponel concluded 
treaties with the chiefs there, Maistre did as much on 
theShari. Upper-Shanga, Khadir, and Mombasa were 
occupied, and they now raise claims in Muriand Ada- 
mawa, whilst they maintain that Baghirmi and Muri 
are independent. But all these roving expeditions, of 
which the last is that of Monteil penetrating from 
the Songsa, are clear violations of the Franco- 
German Treaty of 1885, and destined to cut the 
Germans from the road to Lake Tchad, which is 
to be made a French lake. In Africa, as in Siam, 
the French invoke the right of the first discovery, 
but it is an uncontested principle of international 
law that the discovery of a region confers no right, 
unless it is accompanied by lasting possession with 
the animus possidendi. Prince Henri d'Orléans 
maintains that the left bank of the Mekong belongs 
to France, because Garnier first went up that river, 











which he did only with the help of the Siamese 
Government and Siamese passports. He maintains 
that that region belongs to the French “ puisque nos 
troupes y ont passé,” and now writes indignantly in 
the Figaro that the territory between the Nam-On 
and the Mekong shall remain Siamese. The French 
have enforced their will upon the weak government 
of Bangkok, but Germany is not Siam, and if M. 
Monteil with his exploring forces pretends to bar 
the way to Captain von Nachtritz’s expedition, 
which has marched from Cameroon into the Hinter- 
land, the French will have to consider that Germany, 
though bent upon peace, will not allow treaty-rights 
to be violated. 

When the Spanish Ambassador under Elizabeth's 
reign complained that the English had taken posses- 
sion of some islands which the Spaniards had dis- 
covered, and which besides had been given to them 
by the Pope, the Queen replied that, independently 
of the fact that the Bishop of Rome had no right 
to confer transmarine colonies, the discovery by 
Spanish explorers was irrelevant, because they had 
not remained and settled there. “ Possessio appellata 
est a sedibus.” H. GEFFCKEN. 








THE OPENING OF THE DARDANELLES, 





CONSTANTINOPLE, November 23rd, 1893. 


PP\HERE is no general excitement here in regard to 

_ political affairs. The attention of the people is 
turned to the absurdities and annoyances of the 
sanitary regulations and the Turkish methods of 
applying modern science to the slight cholera 
epidemic which prevails here. But there is a deep 
and increasing anxiety among all classes as to the 
plans of Russia. Even in diplomatic circles there is 
a strong conviction that we are on the eve of some 
new and important move on the part of the Russian 
Government. For some months there has been an 
ominous cessation of activity, and an effort to impress 
the Turks and Bulgarians with the friendly inten- 
tions of the Czar. The Russian ambassador poses as 
the best friend of the Sultan, anxious in every way 
to assist him. The campaign of assassination in 
Bulgaria has been abandoned, and for some time the 
agents of the Panslavic Committee have been ordered 
to keep quiet. The Russian Press has for the time 
ceased to abuse the Bulgarians. Timeo Danaos et 
dona ferentes. 

Probably the presence of the Russian fleet in the 
/Egean, the recent events in France, and the feverish 
haste with which the preparation of the Black Sea 
fleet has been hurried forward, have combined to 
strengthen the anxiety already existing. 

The subserviency of France to Russia in Con- 
stantinople has reached a point which is not only 
ridiculous but shameful. Even Greece was never 
such a humble servant of Russia in Turkey. This, 
of course, affords the Czar an unprecedented oppor- 
tunity to carry out his plans, and increases the 
alarm felt here. Meanwhile, the Turks are more 
helpless than ever. Their fleet is practically worth- 
less, and their only security is in the forts of thé 
Bosphorus and Dardanelles. They have no alli- 
ances and no plans for the defence of the.country. 
That the Russians intend to improve this oppor- 
tunity no one doubts. The only question here-is 
“What will it be?” The more common opinion is 
that, for the moment, they will content themselves 
with the opening of the Straits to the free passage 
of the Russian fleets, while still closing them to the 
fleets of other nations. 

It is generally believed here that the other 
Powers, including England, would not attempt to 
resist the first, but would insist upon opening the 
Straits to all the world. This would not satisfy the 
Russians at all, and with France and Russia acting 
together it is not easy to see how the other Powers 
could carry their point by any mere diplomatic 





pressure. The Russian plan would make her the real 
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guardian of the Straits and the real mistress of 
Constantinople. It would go far towards making 
her, in alliance with France, the absolute mistress 
of the Mediterranean. The other plan would not very 
seriously weaken Turkey, and would put an end 
to the present absolute supremacy of Russia in the 
Black Sea. In this last respect it would be a boon 
to Roumania and Bulgaria, whose coasts are now 
absolutely at the mercy of Russia, and would make 
the Danube a real international highway. If the 
Turk is no longer able to keep the Straits, they 
should be made free, if possible, in the interest of 
all the world. 

With this question before us, more than usual 
interest is felt in the choice which must soon be 
made of an ambassador to represent England at 
Constantinople. Sir Clare Ford goes to Rome. Here 
he was strangely out of place, and no one knew it 
better than himself, for he had no knowledge 
whatever of Eastern affairs and no interest in them. 
Everyone wishes him all possible success at Rome 
—for personally he was not unpopular here—but 
everyone hopes that his successor may be a very 
different man, a man of something of the knowledge 
and power of Sir William White. In the present 
crisis England cannot afford to be represented at 
Constantinople by any man, however distinguished, 
who is ignorant of the history of politics at Con- 
stantinople for the last forty years, and unable to 
appreciate the importance of the interests at stake. 
Whatever may be England’s policy in the future in 
regard to Turkey, it should be one freely chosen and 
vigorously defended—not one forced upon her by 
her enemies, or accepted in weakness because her 
representatives have failed to comprehend and de- 
fend her real interests. It is true that the use 
of the telegraph has reduced the importance of 
the ambassador here. He cannot be a Lord Stratford 
and control the policy of England. He must refer 
everything to the Foreign Office and take his instruc- 
tion day by day, but, from the peculiar circumstances 
of the place, more depends upon his personal know- 
ledge and character than at any other embassy in 
Europe or America. 








LETTERS TO THE EDITOR. 





NONCONFORMITY AND THE ESTABLISHED 
CHURCH IN WALES. 


Srr,—The best test of the effective strength of a religious 
organisation is to be found in the number of its communicants. 
Let us apply this test for the purpose of comparing the effective 
strength of Nonconformity with that of the Established Church 
in the Principality. 

The following table will enable your readers to see ata glance 
the position of the Established Church in Wales with regard to 
communicants :— 











Number | Number Comimuni- 

“a 1 of In- Communi- cants, allow- p si 
Diocese, eum |} eum- cants (esti- ing for the opulation 

conte | bents re- mated), non-returning (1891), 

_ | plying. parishe 

' 2 | 3 4 5 6 
Bangor ese 141 | 134 11,096 11.676 215,956 
Liandaff ... 234 | 218 $3,453 35.908 799376 
St. Asaph... 207 | 207 21.581 21581 270180 
St. David’s.. | 377 | 350 39,319 42,352 496,009 
.| 111,517 | 1,781,521 





Columns 2, 3, 4 are copied out of “ The Official Year-book of 
the Church of England for 1893.” There is no reason to suppose 
that the “ estimates” given in column 4 are other than favourable 
to the Established Church. In column 5 I have assigned to 
those incumbents who have made no returns their full proportion 
of communicants calculated on the basis of the returns received. 
As it is admitted that many of the non-returning parishes are 
exceedingly small, the figures in column 5 must surely be re- 
rded as sufficiently generous, The figures in column 6 have 
een obtained from the Census of 1891—Vol. I., “ Summary 

Table VII.” 
1, According to a leading defender of the Established 





Chureh in Wales, the four principal Nonconformist denomina- 
tions—the Calvinistic Methodists, the Congregationalists, the 
Baptists, and the Wesleyans—claim in the seven eastern counties 
of Wales 170 per thousand of the entire population as communi- 
eants. Let us examine the position of the Established Church in 
the eastern dioceses of Llandaff and St. Asaph. These dioceses 
have a population of 1,069,556, and the total number of communi- 
eants to which they can lay claim, after making every possible 
allowance for the non-returning parishes in the diocese of 
Llandaff, is 57,489—7.e., rather less than 54 per thousand of the 
population. We find, therefore, that the four principal Noncon- 
formist denominations in the seven eastern counties of Wales 
are more than three times as strong as the Established Church 
is in the eastern dioceses of Llandaff and St. Asaph. 

2. We are informed by the same authority that in the six 
western counties of Wales the four principal Nonconformist 
denominations claim 310 per thousand of the entire population 
as communicants. Let us examine the position of the Established 
Church in the western dioceses of Bangor and St. David's. 
These dioceses have a population of 711,965, and the total 
number of communicants to which they can lay claim, after 
making every possible allowance for the non-returning parishes, 
is 54,028—i.e., rather less than 76 per thousand of the popula- 
tion. We find, therefore, that the four principal Nonconformist 
denominations in the six western counties of Wales are more 
than four times as strong as the Established Church is in the 
western dioceses of Bangor and St. David's. 

3. Lastly, we are informed by the same authority that the 
four principal Nonconformist denominations in the thirteen 
counties of Wales claim 210 per thousand of the entire popula- 
tion as communicants. Let us examine the position of the 
Established Church within a similar area. The four Welsh 
dioceses have a population of 1,781,521, and the total number of 
communicants to which they can lay claim, after making every 
possible allowance for the non-returning parishes, is 111,517— 
that is to say, 62 per thousand of the entire population. Thus 
the effective strength of the four principal Nonconformist de- 
nominations in the thirteen counties of Wales, as compared with 
that of the Established Church in the four Welsh dioceses, is in 
the proportion of 210 to 62. If we include the communicants of 
minor denominations, the Protestant Nonconformists of Wales, 
even according to figures published by determined opponents of 
religious ome, may fairly lay claim to 7 communicants for 
every 2 claimed by the Established Church. 

‘aking into consideration the sources from which these 
figures have been obtained, no fair-minded man wil! suppose for 
a moment that they are likely to be unduly favourable to the 
Free Churches of Wales. 


ms . WED N. 
Oswestry, November, 1895. Owns Owen 


THE MAGISTRACY. 


S1r,—In this week’s article on the “ Magistracy” you appear 
to have made a mistake. You say “the Chancellor cannot 
appoint anyone unless he lives in a dwelling-house rated at £100 
a year”; but how is it that a working man, Mr. Burford, has 
been appointed at Warwick? Will you be kind enough to 
explain how the “ difficulty of statute ” has been got over in this 
ease? You seem to look at political questions with very different 
spectacles now Gladstone is in to what you did six years ago 
when he was out.—I am, yours truly, 7 

8, Union Road, Liceienten: November 24th. E. Hr. 


[It is our correspondent who is mistaken. The property qualifi- 
cation for borough magistrates has been abolished, hence the 
appointment of working men as magistrates in different 
towns.—Ep. SPEAKER. | 


FACTS FROM THE CENSUS RETURNS. 


Srr,—My attention has been called to a letter in your issue 
of September 16th last, signed “ J. Edenbergen.” The writer 
sets out by stating :— 

“The English and Scottish census returns prove, among other 
curious facts, these:—1. The number of Seottish people in 
England is 282,241, or 1 per cent. of the population; 2. The 
number of English people in Scotland is 111,972, or 2°6 per cent. 
of the population; 3. The number of Irish people in England 
is 458,315, or 15 per cent. of the population; 4. The number of 
Irish people in Scotland is 194,807, or 46 per cent. of the 
population.” 

So far so good. The figures are not exactly those of the final 
returns, but the discrepancies are unimportant. He now goes 
on to make a most startling inference :— 

“In other words, Scotland has nearly three times as many 
Englishmen as England has Scotsmen, and has, still more, nearly 
three times as many Irishmen and Englishmen as England has 
Irishmen and Scotsmen.” 

This erroneous inference has been copied by at least one 
newspaper, and I have not seen it corrected. 

, To make the matter clear I give the exact facts in a tabular 
orm, 
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ENUMERATED IN 


United 
Natives of England. Scotland. Treland. Kingdom. 
England ...... 27,882,629 111,045 74,523 28,068,197 
Scotland ...... 282.271 3,688,700 27,323 5,998,294 
Treland......... 458,315 194,807 4,581,383 5,234,505 
Other parts... 379,310 31,095 21,521 431,926 





Total ... 29,002,525 4,025,647 4,704,750 37,732,922 
It is surely plain enough that England has two and a half 
times as many Scotsmen as Scotland has Englishmen, and 
England has more than twice as many Irishmen as Scotland. 
The percentages of the populations of each country are as 
follows :— 
ENUMERATED IN 


Natives of England. Scotland. Treland. 
England... 96°1 28 16 -- 
Seotland ... 1-0 916 6 anon 
Ireland en 16 48 97°3 — 
Other parts... 13 8 5 

ee” sss 100°0 100°0 100°0 


All that this table shows is that the English and the Irish 
are a much more important part (so far as numbers are con- 
cerned) of the population of Seotland, than the Scottish and 
Trish are of the population of England. While the English 
form 96 per cent. of the population of England, the Scotsmen 
form only 92 per cent. of the people of Scotland. 

It is more instructive to take the percentages of the total 
natives of each country living within the United Kingdom. 

Percentages of the natives of each country :— 


ENUMERATED IN 


United 

Natives of England. Scotland. Treland. Kingdom, 
England... 99°3 “4. 3 100°0 
Scotland... 71 922 7 100°0 
Treland ihe 838 37 87°5 100°0 
Other parts... 87°8 72 50 100-0 


From this last table we learn that whereas less than a half 
per cent, of the natives of England are to be found in Scotland, 
no less than 7 per cent. of the natives of Scotland are to be 
found in England. 

do not propose to discuss the bearing of the true figures 
upon Lord Wolmer’s argument.--I am, sir, your obedient 
servant, G. B. LonestaFr. 

Putney Heath, November, 1893. 











NEWS FROM BULUWAYO. 





EAR Bob, praise the powers, we've thrashed them again ; 
Five thousand black fellows we've scattered to glory. 
We laughed as they charged us and charged us in vain, 
And we mowed them all down: it was simple, but gory. 
The Bishop of Derry and eke of Raphoe 
From Westminster Abbey he gave us his blessing ; 
Christ’s Sermon, it seems, was meant merely for show, 
Or, if used, must be used with episcopal dressing : 
For the Bishop of Derry—of souls he’s a herder— 
Says, “The Gospel be —— dropped; killing black men’s no 
murder.” 


What? The country not ours? Why, it’s choke-full of gold» 
And wherever there’s gold the whole land we have claims on. 
We were ordered to get there and grab it and hold 
By Rhodes, who allotted tho fighting to Jameson. 
Thirty miles from the frontier an Impi we met: 
“Take an hour and a half,” said the Doctor, “and clear it.” 
Then we started to catch them, and, oh, you may bet 
When the time was well over they hadn’t got near it. 
So we galloped right up to our African brothers, 
And shot a few score to encourage the others. 


Good Lord ! it was comic; they didn’t show fight, 

So we picked them off easily just where we found them ; 
They never turned round, but continued their flight— 

They were black game in flight, so we lawfully “ browned” 

them. 

“ Dear blacks,” said our leader, adjusting his aim, 

“You may run, but, by Jingo, you run for the last time ; 
The sport viewed as fighting perhaps is too tame— 

In fact, it’s poor warfare, but excellent pastime. 
But since war we must have, and since you wouldn't chase us, 
Why we had to chase you, thus providing a casus.” 















But not ours is the glory, not ours are the odes 

That our captains indite, as in praise of a martyr ; 
The odes and the glory belong to St. Rhodes, 

To St. Rhodes of the Cape, with his gospel, the Charter. 
And something of praise must be given to Fife— 

What a comfort to find that our Rhodes can ‘employ 

dukes !— 

And to Abercorn too; when detraction is rife 

We can point to these two, whom the mean call decoy-dukes, 
For a wonderful method to silence objectors 
Is to cram down their throats the two ducal directors. 


I blush for my country to think there are “ bears ”— 
A Labby-led lot who make nothing but trouble, 
Who hint that our Rhodes has an eye to his shares, 
That his words are mere froth and his scheme but a bubble. 
Great names through their commonplace columns they drag, 
They presume to teach Rhodes how to act to his neighbour. 
Well, well, let them swagger; we'll pocket the swag, 
While the dukes draw twelve hundred apiece for their 
labour. 
At such vermin’s expense we can always make merry 


While we're backed by St. Rhodes and the Bishop of Derry. 


We have got the King’s kraal without asking his leave ; 

It was burnt by the rogues, but we soon made a fort of it. 
All this talk of disbandment is meant to deceive; 

We have come here to stop, that’s the long and the short of it. 
So ta-ta, Bob, I’m off to inspect my new farm— 

They tell me there’s gold—I shall organise diggers. 
You'll acknowledge, old chappie, that life has a charm 

When it’s nuggets for you and the work for the niggers, 
Old Ripon may jaw, but he’ll find out his error 
If he tries to turn out yours, as ever, 

THE TERROR. 








A LITERARY CAUSERIE. 


os ss 
A NEW WRITER. 


VOLUME of short stories, which has been pub- 
lished within the past couple of weeks under 
the title of “ Keynotes,” by a writer named George 
Egerton (Mathews & Lane), seemed at first to 
put one, in writing in this review, in some- 
thing of a difficulty. The book, one felt, was 
in its way a work of genius. Whether the genius 
be large, creative, prepotent, or merely a vein of rare 
artistic sensibility shot through with just a gleam of 
the spiritual afflatus is a question which can only be 
determined when the writer gives us other books— 
it is a question one finds oneself asking, without 
being able to determine, while reading the present 
volume, and perhaps the fact is suggestive. That 
there is genius of some kind in the matter I 
have very little doubt. The difficulty was how to 
reconcile the recommendation which one desired to 
give to a book which is characterised by a striking 
naturalism (I use the word for lack of a_ better), 
and want of reticence about things on which modern 
English writers are usually reticent, with some of the 
views THE SPEAKER has been recently expressing on 
the writings of the French naturalistic school. But 
the difficulty was only a seeming one. There is no 
affinity at all between what is objectionable in the 
writing of the French school and the naturalism of 
the author of “ Keynotes.” The want of reticence 
sometimes jars upon one, and is, in more than 
one instance, a decided artistic mistake; but 
there is none of that conscious and deliberate 
choosing and saying of the usually avoided and 
unsaid which is the vice of the French school, and 
sometimes also of that Norwegian school by which 
this writer seems a good deal influenced. It is all 
spontaneous; itis in its convincing spontaneity we 
get the hint of what seems to be genius. There 
is upon the whole thing a stamp of downright inevit- 
ableness; as of things which must be written, and 
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written exactly in that way, or the nature which 
feels them is not happy. Moreover, the general 
result is beautiful, even poetically beautiful. If 
there were more jarring notes than there are they 
would be lost in the general harmony of this strange 
tangled music. 


The stories are in the main impressionistic studies 
of the feminine temperament; but there is one most 
powerful sketch of a man, perhaps the most powerful 
of all, and there is at least one other man whose 
portrait we get pretty distinctly. In the first story, 
called “ A Cross Line,” is a new presentation of that 
familiar type, the dissatisfied woman “ avec sa maison 
trop étroite et ses réves trop hauts.” The type is 
familiar, at least to the moralist and student of 
lifé and history, though Dr. Ibsen has been startling 
the gobemouches with its “novelty” in his Hedda 
Gablers and Noras. Emma Bovary is another speci- 
men. George Egerton’s heroine (it is curious that 
none of his heroes or heroines has got a name) is 
married to a good fellow of a countryman, and here 
are some of her “dreams” as she lies on her back 
beside a trout-stream in a heathery bog, her rod and 
creel flung aside. It is harvest time, a time when 
dreams do come to those who lie upon the soil amid 
the sensuous air and the indefinite primal sounds of 
the fields. It was in the harvest, it will be remem- 
bered, that Levin among his peasants in “ Anna 
Karénina” felt the “call” of very different dreams. 
She is watching a flotilla of clouds :— 


“ Old.time gallcons, she thinks, with their wealth of snowy 
sail spread, riding breast to breast up a wide blue fjord after 
victory. The sails of the last are rose-flushed, with a silver 
edge. Somehow she thinks of Cleopatra sailing down to 
meet Antony, and a great longing fills her soul to sail off 
somewhere too—away from the daily need of dinner-getting 
and the recurring Monday with its washing; life with its tame 
duties and virtnous monotony. She fancies herself in Arabia 
on the back of a swift steed. Flashing eyes set in dark faces 
surround her, and she can see the clouds of sand swirl, and feel 
the swing under her of his rushing stride. Her thoughts shape 
themselves into a wild song—a song to her steed of flowing 
mane and satin skin; an uncouth rhythmical jingle with a 
feverish beat; a song to the untamed spirit that dwells within 
her. Then she fancies she is on the stage of an ancient theatre 
out in the open air, with hundreds of faces upturned towards 
her. She is gauze-clad in a cobweb garment of wondrous tissue. 
Her arms are clasped by jewelled snakes, and one with quivering 
diamond fangs coils round her hips. Her hair floats loosely and 
her feet are sandal-elad, and the delicate breath of vines and 
the salt freshness of an incoming sea seems to fill her nostrils. 
She bounds forward and dances, and bends her lissome waist, 
and curves her slender arms. and gives to the soul of each man 
what he craves, be it good or evil. And she can feel now, 
lying here in the shade ef Irish hills with her head resting on 
her scarlet shawl and her eyes closed, the grand intoxicating 
power of swaying all these human sonls to wonder and ap- 
plause. . . . The clouds have sailed away, leaving long 
feathery streaks in their wake. Her eyes have an inseeing 
look, and she is tremulous with excitement. She can hear yet 
that last grand shout, and the strain of that old-time music that 
she has never heard in this life of hers, save as an inner 
accompaniment to the memory of hidden things, born not with 
her, nor of this time.” 


She wonders if other women have thoughts like 
these—this thirst for excitement, for change; and 
stray words of other women, “glimpses through 
soul-chinks of suppressed fires, actual ontbreaks, 
domestic catastrophes,” seem to argue that they 
have. They certainly have, especially when they are 
gifted with some imagination. Such thoughts are 
for women amongst the forms of what the theologian 
calls temptation; aud the above passage is just a 
“song of the blood:” In another sense, the emotion 
from which they spring, the Sehnsucht, the insubord- 
inate longing for what we know in our hearts this life 
cannot give us, the vivid hints which imagination 
gets of possibilities ten thousand times fairer than 
any reality of experience—these are amongst those 
“intimations of immortality” which are the common 
heritage of human nature. 


Concrete temptation comes to Mr. Egerton’s 
heroine in the shape of a lover who, in the usual 
manner, “understands her better” than the less 





sympathetic husband ; but with the aid of affection, 
and of the maternal nature of which at the end she 
learns she is about to know some of the mysteries, 
she conquers the temptation. Here this writer shows 
a far truer insight into woman's heart than Ibsen 
when he makes his impossible Nora Helmer leave 
her little children in order that she may.“ emanci- 
pate” herself. As his heroine puts it herself, affection 
is “the crowning disability of the sex”; but for 
that “women would master the world.” He re- 
cognises women’s unscrupulousness—a trait of which 
no observant male can have failed to have noted 
some baffling and delightful evidences :— 


“ At heart we care nothing for laws, nothing for systems ; 
all your elaborately reasoned codes for controlling morals or 
men do not weigh a jot with us against an impulse or an in- 
stinct. . . . Bah! the qualities that go to make a Napoleon 
—superstition, want of honour, disregard of opinion and the 
eternal [—are ofiener found in a woman than a man.” 


Only—and here is the great truth :— 
“ Lucky for the world, perhaps, all these attributes weigh as 


nothing in the balance with the need to love if she be a good 
woman, to be loved if she is of a coarser fibre.” 


This sentence is not only true, but there sounds in it 
aring of true gold. That precious metal gleams con- 
stantly through the ore of this volume and gives it, 
in spite of its irregularities and unconventionalities, 
a positive moral value—such, indeed, as genuine and 
honest art always has. The author, I fancy, is 
unaware of this value: there is evidence of no didactic 
consciousness of any kind in the work—on the 
contrary, we seem to meet at times a disconcerting 
absence of intellectual, as distinct from purely in- 
stinctive, direction; but he or she (for I more than 
suspect the writer is a woman) not only sees 
into the heart clearly, but possesses a right heart in 
his own (or her own) breast—the best of all mentors, 
How the heroine of “ A Cross Line” realises the 
truth she postulates, the scene between her and her 
maid apropos of some baby-clothes, with its sur- 
prising final touch, is a wonder of pathos and beauti- 
ful feeling. 


I perceive with regret that my space is shorten- 
ing; for I have only spoken of one story, and that, 
as I judge it, not the most powerful. I should 
like to go through them all. The beauty is in all, 
and in all a certain sombre, almost tragic note. 
Perhaps, however, the sketch called “ The Spell of the 
White Elf” is an exception to the latter qualifica- 
tion. This is another expression of the maternal 
instinct. The emotions of two childless women on 
the subject—one of them a servant, the other her 
mistress, who has adopted a baby—are brought out 
in the story with an extraordinary tenderness. 


“ Belinda used to sit sewing in the kitchen, and the words 
of a hymn she used to lilt in half-tones, something about * joy 
bells ringing, children singing,’ floated in to me, and the very 
tick-tock of the old clock sounded like the rocking of wooden 
cradles. It made me think somotimes that it would be pleasant 
to hear small pattering feet and the call of voices through the 
silent house. And 1 suppose it acted as an irritant on my 
imaginative faculty, for the whole room seemed filled with the 
spirits of little children. They seemed to dance round me with 
uncertain, lightsome steps, waving tiny pink dimpled hands, 
shaking sunny tlossy curls, and haunting me with their great 
innocent child-eyes ; filled with the unconscious sadness and 
the infinite questioning that is oftenest seen in the gaze of 
children. I used to fancy something stirred in me, and the 
spirits of unborn little ones never to come to life in me troubled 
me.” 


There is a wonderful Roumanian folk-song called 
“ The Song of the Barren One” with the refrain— 


“Mine ear is full of the murmur of rocking cradles.” 


It expresses similar sentiments to those of this pas- 
sage. So true is the remark which is made else- 
where in this story—“ We childless women weave 
more fancies into the ‘ mithering of bairns’ than the 
actual mothers themselves.” “Now Spring has 
Come” is a poignant, wayward love-poem in prose 
instinct with passion and with the irony of fact. 
The chief story of the book, however, is the last, a 
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trilogy of sketches with the caption “Under a 
Northern Sky.” This is in a different key from all 
the others. The drums of tragedy, so to speak, 
sound through it with a sort of epic resonance. It is 
an intensely realistic picture of the last days of a 
debauchee, in whom the demon of drink rages for 
the mastery, and holds it, against a riot of other 
stormy passions. It recalls — for with this 
writer one is somehow forced into Scandinavian 
comparisons—a certain early scene in Bjérnsen’s 
“Heritage of the Kurts.” Those who have read 
Turguénieff's “ Lear of the Steppe” will be reminded 
of that singular tale also. In “ Under a Northern 
Sky” there is the same masterly blending of the 
tragic and the grotesque. Nothing more powerful 
and more original has appeared in English fiction for 
many aday. Let me add that all the tales are in- 
fused with a special charm of temperament which is 
perhaps their most distinctive quality. I repeat, the 
book does not furnish data enough for a confident 
judgment as to the limits of its author’s powers ; but 
this much, at least, it entitles one to say: that it 
brings a new quality and a striking new force into 
the literature of the hour. T. P. G. 


REVIEWS. 





SOCIAL ENGLAND. 

SoctaL EnGtanp. A Record of the Progress of the People. 
By Various Writers. Edited by H. D. Traill, D.C.L. 
Volume I. From the Earliest Times to the Accession of 
Edward I. London: Cassell & Co. 


HIS volume presents a curious and interesting ex- 

periment in co-operative bookmaking. The object 
of the undertaking, Dr. Traill tells us, is to review 
the life of the English nation considered, so far as 
possible, as a society, and not as a Polity or a State 
among States. The utility of such a work is obvious, 
its interest to all cultivated people enormous, and 
the scale on which the book is to be written, 
adequate. The present stout volume only goes 
down to the accession of Edward I., and at least 
four more on the same plan will be necessary to 
narrate on similar lines the six centuries of English 
history still remaining. It is clear that so vast an 
undertaking could not be easily carried out by a 
single pair of hands. In this age of-specialism it 
would be very hard to find the Lingard of Social 
England, and when found, it would require the best 
part of a life-time before his work would be ready 
for publication. The editor has therefore gone to 
the other extreme. No less than nineteen writers 
have co-operated with him in the production of the 
present volume, and their contributions are further 
split up by the division of the work into four great 
chapters dealing successively with “ England Before 
the English,” “The Decline of the Roman Power and 
Britain under English and Danes,” “ From the Con- 
quest to the Charter,” and “ From Charter to Parlia- 
ment.” The result is that it is rare to find more 
than ten consecutive pages written by the same 
man. Never except in an encyclopzedia or dictionary 
has such minute subdivision of labour been attempted. 
It is a bold experiment, involving great dangers on 
every side, and threatening to destroy completely 
the unity of idea which distinguishes a real book 
from a series of articles bound up together. We 
cannot say that we are completely satisfied with the 
result, but it is only fair to all concerned to admit 
that we are surprised at the extent to which the 
experiment has succeeded. 

Many circumstances combine to make the book a 
good one. The publishers have given the volume a 
comely exterior, good paper, and clear and large 
type. The editor has been able to gather round him 
a band of able contributors, some of whom are 
eminent specialists, and nearly all of whom are well- 
known students, teachers, and writers. The result 
is a book that, with all its want of unity, can be 





read with very great pleasure and profit. It cer- 
tainly supplies, and on the whole supplies adequately, 
a much-needed gap in our historical literature. It 
is just the sort of book that should attract those 
who have got through the ordinary text-books and 
wanttoget moreinsight than amere political narrative 
can give of the ways of doing and thinking among 
our ancestors. The miscellaneous comprehensiveness 
of the book is in a way an attraction in itself. We 
can learn from it a good deal that is true, and even 
some things that are new, about the laws and con- 
stitution, the religion, the social life, the trade, the 
towns, the art and architecture, the army and navy, 
the language and literature, the science and learning, 
and the state of public health among our forefathers. 
Some at least of these topics should appeal to every 
intelligent reader. 

When we take the articles individually we get 
at the strongest side of the book. Of course, the 
contributions vary in merit, but there are hardly 
any but have claims to our favourable attention. 
Perhaps the weakest of the series are the unsigned 
articles on “ Social Life and Manners” which occupy 
pp. 371-388 and pp. 473-489. <A writer who thinks 
Speed an authority to be quoted on the legislation 
of William I., who gets his account of Domesday 
from Robert of Gloucester, and who quotes 
Holinshed for a version of what he calls “ Henry 
II.’s Ordinance as to Armour,” stands condemned as 
ignorant of the first principles of historical criticism. 
But his case is fortunately exceptional. At the 
other end of the scale we may place Professor 
Maitland’s admirable summaries of our legal history, 
perfect in their lucidity and simplicity, charming in 
their clear and interesting style, and yet showing 
more unostentatious learning and research than 
perhaps any other parts of the book. Mr. Owen 
Edwards writes ably and picturesquely, though 
with too much dogmatism, on some aspects of Celtic 
and pre-Celtic Britain. In strong contrast to Mr. 
Edwards’ fervid certainty upon points on which the 
final word is certainly not yet spoken, stands Mr. 
Franklin Richards’ cold and sceptical, but generally 
judicious, treatment of Roman Britain. Mr. Richards 
is wrong, however, in saying that “under the 
arrangements of Diocletian” Britain was divided 
into “ four districts or dioceses.” There was but one 
** diocese of Britain,” subdivided into four (later five) 
provinces. And considering that, for over two 
centuries, the profession of the Christian name might 
involve the penalty of a hideous death upon all 
subjects of the Roman Empire, we cannot quite 
follow Mr. Richards in his statement that in Roman 
Britain “no one could be tortured . .. . in the 
name of religion.” Rather unsatisfactory is the 
Rev. R. Williams’ treatment of Celtic heathenism 
and Christianity, as is shown by his using “ Richard 
of Cirencester” as an authority. Mr. C. Oman 
contributes learned and attractive work on the 
progress of the art of war. Mr. R. L. Poole writes 
like a sound scholar and clear thinker on medizval 
learning and science. Mr. A. L. Smith has contri- 
buted accurate and well written, if not always very 
original, summaries of political and constitutional 
history, and strikes out more of a line of his own 
when discoursing on trade and industry, a subject 
also treated of with much learving by Mr. Hubert 
Hall. Mr. Reginald Hughes’ architectural and ar- 
tistic articles are valuable, though, in the absence of 
diagrams and illustrations, he is here and there 
rather technical for the unlearned reader. In his 
historical references Mr. Hughes makes a few slips, 
as when he speaks of the “ official pallium of the 
bishop” (p. 194), and the “apprehension that the 
end of the world was at hand” in A b. 1000 (p. 198), 
an idea now quite exploded. Dr. H. Frank Heath is 
unnecessarily dry, though careful and precise in 
dealing with language and literature, and the Rev. 
W. H. Hutton hardly had scope enough to do himself 
justice in his interesting ecclesiastical contributions. 
Dr. Heath ought, however, to remember that if Orrm 
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wrote the Orrmulum “ circa 1205,” he could not have 
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been an “ Austin friar” (p. 355). Mr. Hutton errs in 
describing Henry of Blois as a “ Cistercian ” (p. 268), 
when he was really a Cluniac, and makes Archbishop 
Kilwardby a Franciscan instead of a Dominican (p. 
406). More serious is the bad taste shown in Mr. 
Hutton’s observation that “at the worst” the ob- 
servance of the Interdict under King John would not 
“reduce the services” of the Church “below the 
level of modern Protestant communities.” Mr. York 
Powell's articles on the “Coming of the English” and 
the “Danish Invasions” are filled with closely packed 
and recondite learning, and brightened by many 
happy and brilliant passages. Specially praise- 
worthy is his constant reference to original author- 
ities. But except when he puts his knowledge ina 
tabular form, his contributions are rather too apt to 
suggest some want of method, and parts are so con- 
densed in their treatment that they are more fitted 
for reference than for continuous reading. They are 
also deformed by affectations, especially in the 
spelling of proper names, that are the more irritating 
as they are not always consistent. Both slips in 
details and doubtful judgments are not altogether 
absent. Bishop Cameleac (p. 146) was not of 
“North Wales” but of Liandaff. We know of no 
old authority for the term “ Devonsetas.” We deny 
that Bretwalda “ must be” an English translation of 
Comes or Dux Britanniarum. We cannot accept 
Mr. Powell's notion that the “ Mycelgemot” of the 
tenth century was, like the later House of Commons, 
a sort of assembly of the moots of the various shires 
summoned by the king to some convenient spot ; and 
he does not make clear what he means when he says 
that “Harthacnut-Godfred was the protégé of St. 
Cuthbert himself.” But points like these are of no 
great importance, and Mr. Powell's work is always 
interesting and stimulating even when most pro- 
vocative of criticism. In the mass the individual 
articles are excellently done. 

We are not quite so well satisfied with the edit- 
ing. Mr. Traill’s introduction is too vague and 
general to give us as much help as we should like. 
Many of the errors of detail which we have noticed 
could have easily been removed had a sharp-eyed 
medivalist gone carefully over the proofs. Indeed, 
many small errors of the less precise writers could 
be corrected from the articles of more accurate con- 
tributors like Mr. Poole, Mr. Maitland, or Mr. Smith. 
Above all, the editor is to blame in breaking up the 
articles into so many short paragraphs. He ought 
also to have striven more to prevent inequalities of 
style and treatment. In the small matter of spelling 
early names each writer is a law unto himself, and we 
shall be surprised if many readers do not get terribly 
confused by the different forms in which the same 
names are presented in different articles. As it is, 
the contributors have had liberty to repeat each 
other's articles, to contradict each other's statements 
just as it has seemed good tothem. How, for ex- 
ample, will the reader reconcile some of the 
doctrines of Mr. Powell with those of Mr. 
Smith? For instance, Mr. Powell tells us that the 
“German theory” of “free village communities” 
“seems to have little direct evidence to support it” 
(p. 125); while Mr. Smith asserts on p. 209 that the 
view “which sees in serfdom a slow and late result 
a must be regarded as still holding the 
ground.” In the same way Mr. Hutton tells us 
that “amid the multitudes” of the crowded 
city suburbs “the foul plague of leprosy... . 
stalked like a remorseless demon” (p. 405), while 
Dr. Creighton, in his excellent articles on “ Public 
Health,” shows quite clearly that “ England was by 
no means the unhappy land of lepers which we 
might suppose from the attention given to those 
sufferers” (p. 367). Similarly Mr. Oman, like Mr. J. H. 
Round, knows nothing of the famous “ palisade,” but 
only of the “shield wall” of the English warriors at 
Hastings, while Mr. Heath tells us how Harold and 
his trusty men fell “ with their backs to the rampart 
they had left” (p. 344). The bibliographies, useful 
as they are, show in the same way traces of joint 





contribution in the different paragraphs, which have 
not always been harmonised. The index, though for 
the most part a good and useful one, is too prone 
to jumble together different persons of the same 
name under one heading; as when it makes “ Odo,” 
“supported by Dunstan” and “taken prisoner by 
William II.,” and then puts under “ Ethelfleda, the 
‘Lady of London’” a reference to “ her instructions 
to Dunstan for her burial rites,” though the daughter 
of Alfred died before Dunstan was so much as born. 
We call attention to these points not with any wish 
to exaggerate their importance as compared with 
the mass of sterling work in the book, but a book 
written like this one needed, we will not say better, 
but more vigilant editing than this one has always 
got. Weshould be very glad if in future volumes 
the contributions of different writers were not 
broken up, as in this volume, by the artificial division 
into chronological chapters, which moreover prescribe 
limits that it is quite impossible for the contributors 
to observe strictly. Especially is this the case when 
the reign of Edward I. is separated from that of 
Henry III., with which it is from every point of 
view so closely and intimately connected. Yet, 
taking everything together, we cannot feel too 
grateful to editor, writers,and publishers for making 
accessible to a wide audience the mass of sound in- 
formation, conveyed in a pleasant and literary form, 
which is contained in this interesting volume. It 
deserves to be widely circulated. 


LETTERS OF WELLINGTON’S NIECE. 


Tue Letrers OF LaDy BuRGHERSH (afterwards Countess 
of Westmorland). Edited by her daughter, Lady Rose 
Weigall. London: John Murray. 


A PRETTY little book of forty-three pretty letters, 
written chiefly from the base of operations of the 
allied armies of 1813-14, by a two-years-married 
beauty of twenty, whose exquisite miniature por- 
trait on the frontispiece is as pleasant reading as 
aught in the book. Pretty interesting, too, are 
many of the letters, and they would be more so to 
the generality had they got any but the most 
Lady-like and inoperative editing. For one big 
example, Napoleon’s final struggles in Champagne in 
1814 are travestied in the letters, which should have 
been helped out by a brief and accurate précis 
of the historical facts, in order to correct the 
ridiculously insufficient contemporary narrative of 
Lady Burghersh. There are several small blunders, 
too, about places and place-names. But let us not 
be guilty of bringing the butterfly and the wheel 
too close together. 

Lord Burghersh was in luck in being “the lord 
of this schiéne Frau,” as “that delightful fine old 
Bliicher” called him; and it was manifestly his 
brave little wife’s courageous conduct in following 
the head-quarters through scenes of danger and 
terrors, as “ the only woman with the armies,” “the 
only woman at table with from fifteen to thirty 
men,” that enabled Lord Burghersh to write such 
valuable despatches, and become the successful 
diplomat he turned out to be for one-and-thirty 
years at Florence, Berlin, and Vienna. At Basle, 
in January, 1814, she wrote :— 

“ As my room is the point de réunion, and my English tea is 
a great luxury, so all the great and little people meet every 
evening, and all the most interesting disenssions pass at my 
tea-table, and all the different reports from different quarters 
which are brought to the different generals make it always agree- 
able. . . . They come in and out, and I know in that way all 
that goes on... . I shall have enough to talk and think about 
all my life.” 

And no wonder, with the Austrian Commander-in- 
Chief, Prince Karl von Schwartzenberg (whose 
attentions one fancies became a little too-too); 
Metternich (who thereupon became a sort of refuge); 
the Prussian Minister, Von Hardenberg; Lords 
Aberdeen, Cathcart, and Castlereagh, and Sir Charles 
Stewart, Prince von Liechtenstein, and so on, all 
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fluttering about the only dispenser of “ English tea” 
—not to speak of Emperors and Kings, common as 
hips and haws. Alexander of Russia, “ horridly ill- 
made; he holds himself bent quite forward, for 
which reason his court imitate him and bend too;” 
the King of Prussia, who is “so very shy that it is 
quite ridiculous ;” and as for the Emperor of Aus- 
tria, Francis I. “he is a complete cipher,” guided 
entirely by Metternich, a note from whom wakes 
the lady at Basle in January, 1814, to say that 
Langres “is ready to be laid & vos jolis pieds.” 

A lady who could call her uncle, the Iron Duke, 
plain “Arthur,” and could write this of the impen- 
etrably cold Castlereagh: “I quite delight in ‘Cas’; 
I had no idea he had so much fun in him”—a lady 
so placed was well placed, and her letters therefore 
deserved some deftest of historico-biographical an- 
notating by some master of the period. 

At ChA&tillon, where an absurd and abortive con- 
gress was meeting, the plenipos “spend their lives 
in giving great dinners to each other, and gorge so 
effectually that two or three have fallen ill from the 
effects of their intemperance” ; “ they go on eating 
and drinking and doing nothing.” But that was 
just because of Napoleon's last violent efforts, on 
which we have already remarked, and which turned 
the “congress” into a mere farce. The devastations 
of a quarter-century of nearly ceaseless war are 
sketched plainly from time to time in few words: 

“The roads are covered with dead horses and remains of 
dead men; they remain lying all over the fields and roads, 
with millions of crows feasting; the river is full of bodies,” 
Near Hanau, “we make the postboys halloo out when we are 
coming to any dead bodies, so 1 escape seeing many. I only saw 
five, which came upon me unawares—four p Pema | of all cloth- 
ing, two nearly skeletons. 

“The French prisoners were many of them quite boys, and 
so haggard, so sickly, and almost bare. Near Troyes, the 
inhabitants are almost all old men and women, and I am par- 
ticularly struck with not seeing any babies whatever.” 


The fact was that the whole long and tragic drama 
was then coming to its end, because Napoleon had 
exhausted France and the French. 

After two months of these horrors, the letter- 
writer mentions her surprise to be “‘ without anxieties 
or fears upon any one subject; not minding noise, 
stink, or dirt in the least ; and quite bold on horse- 
back, and amongst men and soldiers, even Cossacks 
—the greatest beasts I ever saw ;” which last forces 
us to give one adventure—“ odd thing,” she called it 
—in extenso :— . 

“ At the post-house” [somewhere near Carlsruhe], “ about 
eleven at night, I opened the first door (which proved to be the 
kitchen), to the dire offence of an old woman, who immediately 
seized me by the arm, swearing in German” [which Lady B. 
did not speak] ‘‘as hard as she could jabber, and dragged me, 
notwithstanding my struggles, into a room, pushed me in, and 
slapped the door upon me. I found myself in the middle of four 
Cossack officers eating their supper. . . . I never met with four 
civiler men.” 


As a gloss on this the reader should turn to the 
miniature; and that and the “old woman’s” crude 
view of the case might be contrasted with the fol- 
lowing, a week later :— 

“TI wish you could see the women who follow the armies; 
there is no doing justice to the horror of these monsters. They 
wear boots and other articles of dress exactly like men, and ride 
on men’s saddles. Those who belong to the infantry, and there- 
fore do not ride, carry baggage on their backs like pack-horses ; 
it is quite extraordinary to see how they are loaded, and they do 
not seem to mind it in the least.” 


Lady Burghersh went from Dijon to Paris all by 
herself, absolutely in advance of the diplomatists and 
monarchs ; was taken prisoner by the French on the 
road, but released ; and she used afterwards to say 
that Castlereagh and Aberdeen, against whose advice 
she started, never quite forgave her, but were always 
sore when any allusion was made to her getting to 
Paris several days before them—for they had funked 
it. As Lady Westmorland, she, as is well known, 
lived hale to the age of 86, and had twelve children. 
There was some of the great Duke’s iron in that 
niece of his, 





“PER MARE, PER TERRAM.” 


THe Histortcan RecorpDs oF THE Royat Marines. Com- 
piled and edited by Major L. Edye, R.M.L.I., Barrister-at- 
Law. Vol. I., 1664-1701. London: Harrison. 


MaJor Epye’s large and handsome volume is—so far 
as the first three words of the title are concerned— 
exactly what it claims to be. It is a volumeof “ his- 
torical records” rather than a history. But before 
a history could be written, this work of exact detail 
had to be done, and Major Edye has now done it in 
a thoroughly conscientious and painstaking manner. 
He has done it once for all, and by his abundant 
references has rendered the work of any future 
inquirer easy and simple. He has, too, even in this 
first volume, brought to light and placed beyond 
doubt many facts which tell cruelly against some 
favourite theories or prejudices. He has, for in- 
stance, shown that the Marines are not the Buffs, 
and never were the Buffs ; and, going still farther, he 
shows how the mistake has arisen. The “ Maritime 
Regiment,” first raised in 1664, and known as “ The 
Duke of York’s Regiment of Foot,” became in 1685, 
on the Duke’s accession to the throne, “ Prince 
George of Denmark’s Regiment of Foot,” and so con- 
tinued till 1690, when it was disbanded. Prince 
George, thus left without a regiment, was, a few days 
later, appointed colonel of the Holland Regiment, 
which became also “ Prince George of Denmark’s 
Regiment of Foot.” 

“«Thus,” says Major Edye, ‘ within a few days there existed 
on the establishment two regiments both having the same order 
of precedence, the same official designation, and the same colonel, 
yet having no connection in any other sense one with the other. 
In this manner the identity of the old ‘ Admiral’s Regiment ’— 
now represented by the corps of Royal Marines—was merged 
into that of the Holland Regiment—now represented by the 
Buffs—a circumstance that has given rise to what may be 
described as a traditional misconception that the two regiments 
are intimately associated with one another as regards their 
common origin.” 


But though Major Edye thus speaks of the Royal 
Marines as representing the “ Admiral’s Regiment,” 
he shows very positively that they have absolutely 
no connection with it, any more than they have with 
the Marine regiments which served during the war 
of William III.’s reign, and were disbanded in 1699, 
as the Admiral’s Regiment had been disbanded in 
1690. Major Edye considers the constitution of the 
“Marine Regiments” as “bad and impracticable,” 
necessarily leading to “a collapse.” We can readily 
agree with him, but it was, in its way, a curiosity. 
A very large proportion of the officers—the senior 
officers, more especially—were also officers of the 
navy, by different commissions, with different ranks ; 
so that it not unfrequently happened that of two 
men, one was senior as a naval officer, the other as a 
marine. The entanglement which such a confusion 
caused was inextricable ; and though the disbanding 
of these regiments was in accordance with the policy 
of disbanding insisted on by the Tories after the 
Peace of Ryswick, there can be little doubt that it 
served a good purpose in clearing the way for a 
better system. 

It has long been a favourite myth with many 
officers of the Royal Marines that their corps is 
actually the same as the Duke of York's Regiment, 
or the Marine Regiments which fought at La Hogue. 
It is satisfactory to find that Major Edye, in his 
search for historic truth, rises superior to prejudice 
and gives no countenance to the idea. We presume 
that in his next volume he will further show that 
the existing corps is equally distinct from the 
Marines who took part in the capture of Gibraltar 
and Barcelona, and from the later regiments which 
served, under Wentworth, at Cartagena. But the 
mention of these absolute breaches of continuity 
suggests that the wording of the title “of the Royal 
Marines” is not strictly accurate, and that “of the 
Marine forces” would have been more correct. This 
is perhaps hypercritical ; and whatever its title, the 
book, as a collection of historical records, is excellent. 

There is one point which comes out almost 
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casually : the unwillingness—the strange unwilling- 
ness, it seems now—of the Government to pay its 
servants. Here is one case in point:—In November 
1699, some months after his regiment had been 
disbanded, the wife of Lieutenant Charles Burton, 
late of the 2nd Marines, petitioned for the payment 
of £100, part of the arrears owing to her husband, 
who was a prisoner for a debt owing to the State. 
Major Edye characterises such conduct of the 
Government as monstrous; but something very like 
it long continued the rule in the relations of the 
Government to its servants. Readers of Mr. Hannay’s 
Life of Rodney will remember that in 1779 Rodney 
was subjected to a similar bitter experience, and was 
detained in Paris by his debts, whilst the Admiralty 
owed him, and would not pay, a much larger sum, 
his pay as Vice-Admiral of Great Britain. 


FICTION, 


To His Own Master. By Alan St. Aubyn. In 3 Vols. 
London : Chatto & Windus. 

A GENTLEMAN OF France. Being the memoirs of Gaston 
de Bonne. Sieur de Marsae. By Stanley J. Weyman. In 
3 Vols. London: Longmans, Green & Co. 


Mr. STEPHEN DASHWOOD, curate, and first-class man 
in natural science, is the hero of “To His Own 
Master.” He is a distinctly lovable hero of the im- 
possibly good description—the sort of modern Don 
Quixote, in short, to whom lady-novelists love to 
introduce us. From the moment when he makes his 
first appearance in Thorpe Regis, accompanied by a 
poor woman, her babies, bundles, birdcage, and cat— 
all of whom he had chanced to pick up on the road— 
until he leaves his curacy in undeserved disgrace, he 
is the typical martyr, sacrificing himself at every turn 
for the benefitof others. It is the lot of a martyr to 
be misunderstood by some and cruelly entreated by 
others. Stephen Dashwood forms no exception to 
the rule. The one person who neither misunder- 
stands nor persecutes him is his rector’s charming 
wife; but she dies, and Stephen is left without a 
friend. Then it is that the little misunderstandings 
and misadventures which had merely been amusing 
in his earlier days at Thorpe Regis take to them- 
selves the character of tragedy. The scandals which 
he had innocently sought to avert from others settle 
around his own devoted head, and his noblest 
deeds of self-sacrifice bring upon him the heaviest 
of penalties. The young woman to whom his heart 
is given ruthlessly jilts him in favour of the widowed 
rector: the mysterious baroness who had once be- 
friended him becomes his most relentless enemy, 
and he has to leave Thorpe Regis under the shadow 
of something like actual disgrace. The world must 
become a hundred times more topsy-turvy than it is 
before such a story as “ To His Own Master” becomes 
a practical possibility. But, exaggerated as is the 
pessimism of the book, we cannot deny either the 
high motive of the writer or her literary skill. 
Stephen Dashwood's character is a very beautiful 
one—beautiful chiefly in its absolute simplicity. To 
his own Master alone he holds himself answerable, 
and hence his singleness of purpose, his pathetic ac- 
quiescence in the cruellest and most unjust blows of 
fate. But in real life, though we may happily dream 
of the existence of a Stephen Dashwood, we should 
never find him surrounded, as he is at Thorpe Regis, 
by a society composed exclusively of fools and rogues. 
This is the blot upon an otherwise excellent story. 
Alan St. Aubyn, in order to bring out the virtues of 
her hero, must needs make his friends and neigh- 
bours either hopelessly imbecile or atrociously wicked. 
Mary Grove—who is, we suppose, meant to be the 
heroine of the tale—is the former, notwithstanding 
her triumphs at Girton and the courage with which 
she bears her lot as the daughter of a drunkard. 
The cruel way in which she accepts every story 
against the man she loves, and jilts him without 
listening to his defence, only makes the reader a 
little angry and very thankful that a noble-hearted 





man is not to be tied for life to so silly a fool. But 
clearly the author meant us to love Mary, and to 
pity Stephen when he loses her. The fact that we 
do neither shows that in this respect Alan St. Aubyn 
has failed. But, despite its defects, “To His Own 
Master” is a book to be read with pleasure and 
interest, if only for its touching and minute picture 
of one type of the Christian gentleman. 

Alan St. Aubyn has given us the Christian gentle- 
man of one type, a type beloved rather of good 
women than of good men. Mr. Stanley Weyman, in 
“ A Gentleman of France”—which is unquestionably 
one of the very best novels of the present year, only 
falling short in skill, distinction, and ingenuity of 
“Catriona”—gives us another type of Christian 
gentleman, emphatically the man’s man. Here is a 
soldier of fortune, whose purse is as light as his 
lineage is long, who enters upon the scene middle- 
aged, ugly, obscure; but who has within his breast 
as noble a heart as ever beat in Christendom, and 
whose lion-like courage is only inferior to his un- 
feigned modesty. It is a great character which 
Mr. Weyman has depicted for us in the person of 
Monsieur de Marsac, and this creature of the 
novelist’s fancy will, if we mistake not, take high 
place among the favourite heroes of romance. It is 
de Marsac himself around whom the interest of this 
thrilling story gathers; and yet there are many 
other heroic figures in it—kings and princes, mighty 
warriors, grave statesmen, noble ladies of the Court. 
But amid them all this gentleman of France moves 
with a serene dignity which is all his own; and even 
when his jacket is threadbare and the hangman's 
halter seems already round his neck, out-hines the 
best. It is a great feat for any novelist thus to 
have invested a single person with a character so 
splendid, and in Mr. Weyman’s case the difficulties 
of his task have been immeasurably increased by the 
fact that he has made his hero tell the story himself. 
To tell such a story, and to leave it written deep 
in the memory of the reader without allowing one 
word of vainglorious boasting or mock-modesty to 
fall from the lips of the hero, is an achievement 
of which any writer might be proud. Perhaps it 
is not too much to say that there is hardly any 
other writer now living who could have performed 
it with success. It is seldom indeed that in 
any story in which the hero is his own biographer 
some errors of taste do not creep in, to jar upon 
the reader's susceptibilities and blemish the picture 
which the author has striven to paint. In “ A Gentle- 
man of France,” Monsieur de Marsac tells his story, 
with a dignified simplicity not inferior to that with 
which Colonel Esmond retailed his own adventures. 
Of the story itself we need not speak here, for this 
is a book which everyone who can appreciate a 
masterpiece in fiction will be anxious to read for 
himself. _From first ‘to last the simple soldier of 
fortune moves in an atmosphere of strife, intrigue, 
dissimulation, and adventure, and passes through 
varied fortunes morally unscathed. Those who 
know Mr. Stanley Weyman’s earlier books need 
not be told with what brilliant power he can 
paint the larger scenes upon the stage of life 
—the great movements of court and camp, 
of statecraft and armed men. He has never 
done so brilliantly as in this book, in which the 
life of mediswval France lives again, and we 
have an historical novel more thrilling in its vivid 
interest than the newest story of to-day. There 
is a beautiful love-tale winding like a silver thread 
in and out among the many episodes of the story. 
But, charming as Mademoiselle de la Vire is, and 
beautiful as is the tale of her slowly begotten love 
for that gentleman of France whom she had scorned 
so utterly when she first knew him, it is de Marsac 
himself who stands without a rival in the glowing 
picture. Wecannot believe that such a work as this 
can fail to add immensely to its author’s high reputa- 
tion, and we shall be surprised if its reception by the 
public does not give the lie to the favourite axiom of 
the critics that historical novels are never popular. 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS.* 


UnpER the title of “An Indian Eye on English Life,” Mr. 
Malabari, a cultured Parsee and a social reformer, who made his 
own welcome in English society a year or two ago, has just 
published his recollections and —— of his sojourn in our 
midst. The book is both shrewd and sympathetic—in fact, it 
does equal credit to the author’s head and heart—and the tone of 
its comments and criticisms is happily neither ecstatic nor 
fulsome, but on the contrary, manly and frank. A quick-witted 
and intelligent Oriental finds a good deal in our streets to stir 
amazement, to call forth remarks, which are the reverse of com- 
jlimentary to our much-vaunted Western civilisation. He 
hows attention to the old and pitiful contrast between the 
wealth of London and its poverty, and he has something to the 
point to say abont people who “ live in a whirlwind of excite- 
ment” which blunts human instincts and robs life at once of 
dignity and leisure. He describes the wear and tear of life in 
England as terrible, and to this philosophie observer from the 
dreamy East, our existence seems a mad scramble after pleasure 
and money. The national character is, in his opinion, as fickle 
as the English weather, and restlessness and love of novelty are 
its most prominent characteristics. With the fatalism of the 
true Oriental he is inclined, however, to abandon London to its 
fate, since it is “ hopeless to stem the tide of this modern civili- 
sation,” much less to “ propitiate the Moloch of high pressure.” 
Our picture-galleries, museums, and especially our parks, call 
forth the admiration of this wise man from the East, but our 
habits of eating and drinking fill him with dismay. French 
cooks have established themselves in the homes of the wealthy. 
and a few simple Indian dishes are conquering prejudice and 
struggling into favour, but the meals of the average Englishman 
are stereotyped and monotonous, and as for the average domestic 
cook, our Eastern critic has come to the conelusion—and doubt- 
less it is one which many of our readers will share—that she has 
a “rough, slovenly touch.” Mr. Malabari, for a social reformer, 
is somewhat conservative; he thinks, for instance, that the 
existence of so many hotels, restaurants, tea-shops, and the like 
are destructive of the home-life of the people. He is astounded 
—as well he may be—at the parade of vice in our streets, and 
India seems to him quite sdber, in spite of her bhang, ganja, 
and opium, in comparison with the phenomenal bibulousness of 
the Briton. In his judgment the drunkenness that debases, 
bratalises, and maddens seems almost peculiar to our soil. He 
declares that if he cannot bless racing and betting, he does not 
care to be sanctimonious, and so will not curse them; but he 
adds, with a touch of irony: “ What enormous prices they pay 
for the animals—twenty thousand pounds for one horse!” The 
book, notwithstanding a few exaggerations, is a tolerably shrewd 
reading of the social aspects of English life and character alike 
m their strength and weakness. 

There was room for an accurate account of the origin and 
growth of “ Printers’ Marks,” and Mr. William Roberts, who is 
an acknowledged expert in all that concerns bibliography, has, 
therefore, done well to write the first English ae on the 
subject. It is curious to learn that the printer’s mark was the 
forerunner by nearly twenty years of the title-page, though both 
attained their highest point of artistic merit in the early part of 
the sixteenth century, a period which is associated with the 
splendid labours in the embellishment of the printed book of 
Weehtlin, Urse Graff, Cranach, Albert Diirer, and Hans 
Holbein. After the middle of the sixteenth century the artistic 
impulse seemed to lose its force, and carelessness, bad taste, and 
caricature invaded the initial page. The first printer’s mark 
which was ever used was the coupled-shield of Fust & Scheffer, 
introduced by those famous printers into the colophon of the 
“Mainz Psalter,” which was printed in the year 1457. This 
book, Mr. Roberts reminds us, is remarkable in more senses 
than one. It appeared in a very limited edition, for it is believed 
~that only twelve copies were struck off for the use of the Bene- 
dictine Monastery at Mainz, and this cireumstance renders it 
the costliest book.ever sold, for a perfect copy is valued by Mr. 
Quaritch at five thousand guineas. It is remarkable also for the 
exquisite beauty of its red and blue initial letters. The “ Mainz 





* Aw Ivpian Eve on Enorist ‘Lire: OR, Rawoies or a Puorm 
Rerormer. By Behramji M. Malabari. (London: Archibald Con- 
stable & Co.) De ny 8vo. 

~Patvrers’ Marks: A Cuaprer In THE History or TyPogRaPHy. By 
W. Roberts, editor of Zhe Bookworm, ustrated, (London and 
New York: George Bell & Sons.) Crown 8vo, 

By Moortanwy anp Sza. By Francis A, Knight, author of “‘ By Leafy 
Ways,” etc. Illustrated. (London: Elliot Stock.) Crown 8vo. 

’ ADVENTURES mx Avsrratia Fiery Years Aco. By James Demarr. 
Map and Illustrations. (London: Swan Sonnenschein.) Demy 8vo. 

REapInGs From GREAT ExGiish Writers, wira Brocrapuicat Notes. 
By J. C. Wright, author of ‘‘ Outlines of English Literature,” etc. 
(London: W. H. Allen & Co.) Crown 8vo., 

Tae Oxrorp Untversiry Exrension Gazette. Vol. III. 1892—1893. 
(Oxford : The University Press.) Imperial 8vo. 

RDS: INCLUDING THE Principat Events or My Lirg. (London: 
Gilbert & Rivington.) Small 4to. 

Jesxy Loxp, rae Artist. 1820—1851. A Memoir from Original Docu- 
ments, Letters, MS. Diaries,ete. By Henry Scott Holland, M.A., 
aud W.S, Rockstro. Portrait. New and Abridged Edition: (hon- 
don: John Murray.) Crown 8vo. 











Psalter,” moreover, was the third book printed, and the first 
which contained a date. The earlier books of William Caxton 
appeared without the printer’s mark; indeed, it was not till 
1489, twelve years after the establishment of his press at West- 
minster, that the great master’s device was employed. Many 
beautiful examples of English, French, German, Dutch, Italian, 
and Spanish printers’ marks are given in this book, and inci- 
dentally considerable light is thrown on the methods of the old 
typographers, The revival of this quaint device in recent times 
has obtained more amongst publishers than among printers, and 
some of the most artistic ai2 those of sach houses as Longmans, 
Kegan Paul, Cassell’s, George Bell, Lawrence & Bullen, and 
the Chiswick Press. 

There is a vein of genuine poetry in Mr. Knight, and in his 
wanderings “ By Moorland and Sea ”’ it finds graceful expression. 
These fifteen descriptive essays are filled with close, but never 
ann observation of Nature in sunshine and storm, and each 

ittle delicate picture is firmly drawn and has in it just the 
requisite amount of local colour. He takes us to the stormy 
waters of the Hebrides, and in his company we sail up narrow 
Loch Dunvegan and climb the rock on which stands the grey 
stronghold of the Macleods, a fortress that for ten centuries has 
remained in the family of its founders, and stands on its sea- 
washed reef to-day, apparently untouched by time, in spite of 
the hurricanes and the sieges of a thousand years. Then we 
find ourselves far away to the south on Sedgmoor, thinking of 
Monmouth and of what Macaulay has termed “the last tight 
deserving of the name of battle that has been fought on English 
ground.” Once more—to pick another scene at random—we 
are in the midsummer fields in the dewy dawn, listening as the 
shadows vanish for the musical carol of the thrush whose joyous 
prelude quickly awakens the invisible choir of the neighbouring 
woodlands. The breath of the country is in these sketches, and 
that fact in part explains their spell, and the rest of the secret 
stands revealed in the brilliant deseriptive gift of the writer. 

An emigrant’s wanderings through the colonies of New 
South Wales, Victoria, and Queensland, during the years 1839- 
1844, has just been published with the title “ Adventures in 
Australia Fifty Years Ago.” It consists of rough jottings from 
an old diary, and though in a literary sense the narrative is 
without form, it cannot be described as void. It certainly helps 
the reader of to-day to understand the rongh-and-tumble life of 
the early colonists, and it is also valuable because with evident 
veracity it places on permanent record the writer's impressions 
of the aborigines when as yet they were many and had not been 
demoralised to any serious extent by contact with invaders, who 
set much store on whiskey and very little on the Decalogue. In 
those days Queensland was unknown except as a penal settle- 
ment, the colony of Victoria was in its infant stage, and New 
South Wales had only been open to free emigration for about 
ten years. Botany Bay had impressed itself upon the popular 
imagination, and so it came to pass that for many a year 
Australia was a name ef ominous significance, to be dismissed 
with a shudder by common people. Mr. Demarr gives a graphic. 
description of a stockman’s life and adventures in rough, un- 
settled districts of Australia at a period when the aborigines 
had to be reckoned with in‘a very real sense, and when wild and 
lawless conditions prevailed. The narrative is interesting, for 
every now and then he wanders off into the mountain ranges in 
search of stray cattle; but sometimes he wanders off into theo- 
logical discussion, and then it grows suddenly stale and un- 
profitable. 

A book which suggests Charles Knight’s “ Half Hours with 
the Best Authors ” has just appeared, entitled “ Readings from 
Great English Writers.” It consists of choice selections from 
most of the great writers and a few of the small whose names 
are familiar in our mouths as household words. In every 
instance biographical notes stand by way of preface to the 
quotations, but they are too slight to be of real service—for it 
is absurd to attempt to deal with Sir Walter Scott in fourteen 
lines, Isaac Barrow in six—or, to take an even more conspicuous 
instance of the kind of brevity which is not the soul of wit, Sir 
Thomas Browne in four. Brief as these notices are, they are 
not always*correct, and they are meagre and inadequate to the 
vanishing point. The book opens with Chaucer and Mandeville, 
and closes with Carlyle and Ruskin. Thackeray does not fi 
at all in the book, but, considering its scale, we have Dickens 
at full length. On the whole the quotations, though they do 
not show exceptional taste, are apt and judicious. The book 
seems to have been rather carelessly read for press, for other- 
wise “S. J.” Coleridge would have instantly been detected. 
We presume the volume is intended as a reading-book for the 
higher classes in schools, and as such, with the reservations we 
have made, we tan commend it. 

We have received the third volume of the Oxyord University 
Extension Gazette, and we can heartily commend the journal to 
teachers and students, and indeed to all who care to keep them- 
selves in touch with not the least remarkable intellectual 
movement of the age. The journal is packed with facts and 
statistics bearing directly on the progress of this statesmanlike 
attempt to bring a network of towns in every part of the United 
Kingdom into close relationship with the culture and methods 
of a great university like Oxford. : 
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Under the title of “ Records ” Messrs. Gilbert and Rivington 
have just brought out a handsome volume, arranged for the entry 


of prominent events in the life of whoever is pleased to purchase | 


it and to put it to such ause. The compiler thinks that the 
landmarks of a whole lifetime might be recorded in the volume, 
and for our own part we see no reason to cavil at such a state- 
ment. “Ladies,” continues the guileless compiler, “ would 
doubtless find many entries to make,” and here again we find 
ourselves in complete agreement. National susceptibilities are 
duly provided for by placing in the four corners of each page 
the rose, the thistle, the shamrock, and the succulent, if — 
leek. There are blank pages, moreover, for photographs and 
sketches, and a pocket in the binding for loose memoranda, 
besides other thoughtful contrivances in aid of the man who 
means to be his own biographer. Altogether, it is an odd 
conceit, and we are not surprised that its pages are closed witha 
vicious-looking clasp. For ourselves, we do not intend to con- 
fide any secrets to the book until an edition is published with a 
lock and key. 

We are glad to weleome a new and abridged edition of 
“Jenny Lind, the Artist”—a book descriptive of the great 
career in musical art of Madame Goldschmidt. In order to 
bring the work within reasonable compass, Canon Scott Holland 
and Mr. Rockstro have had the good sense to throw overboard 
much technical matter, and by vigorous excisions in other 
directions they have considerably improved a narrative which in 
its original form was somewhat prolix. Nothing has been 
added beyond a brief account of the life of the “ Swedish 


Nightingale” after she quitted the operatic stage. The book | 
is written with abundant knowledge and obvious sympathy, and | 


though at times the tone of eulogy is a little pronounced, it 


is easy to forgive—especially in the case of a charming and | 


estimable woman who was as good as she was gifted—a fault 
which, after all, leans to virtue’s side. There are several 
admirable portraits in the book, and a curious facsimile re- 
production of a page in the great soprano’s engagement-book. 
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MY GRANDFATHER, HENDRY WATTY. 
A DROLL. 





By “Q.” 


| 


line was heavy ; he pulled in, and next, all out of the 
dead waste of the night, came two white hands, like 
a washerwoman’s, and gripped hold of the stern- 


| board; and on the left of these two hands, on the 


'TEVS the nicest miss in the world that I was born | 


_ the grandson of my own father’s father, and 
not of another man altogether. Hendry Watty was 
the name of my grandfather that might have been; 
and he always maintained that to all intents and 
purposes he was my grandfather, and made me call 
him so—twas such a narrow shave. I don’t mind 
telling you about it. *Tis a curious tale, too. 

My grandfather, Hendry Watty, bet four gallons 
of eggy-hot that he would row out to the Shivering 
Grounds, all in the dead waste of the night, and haul 
a trammel there. To find the Shivering Grounds by 
night, you get the Gull Rock in a line with Trega- 
menna and pull out till you open the light on St. 
Anthony’s Point; but everybody gives the place 


foundered there, one time, with six hands on board, 
and they say that by night you can hear the drowned 
men hailing their names. But my grandfather was 
the boldest man in Port Loe, and said he didn’t care. 
So one Christmas Eve by daylight he and his mates 
went out and tilled the trammel; and then they 
came back and spent the fore-part of the evening 
over the eggy-hot, down to Oliver's tiddlywink, to 
keep my grandfather’s spirits up and also to show 
that the bet was made in earnest. 

*T was past eleven o'clock when they left Oliver's 
and walked down to the cove to see my grandfather 
off. He has told me since that he didn’t feel afraid 
at all, but very friendly in mind, especially towards 
William John Dann, who was walking on his right 
hand. This puzzled him at the time, for as a rule 
he didn’t think much of William John Dunn. But 
now he shook hands with him several times, and 
just as he was stepping into the boat he says, 
“You'll take care of Mary Polly, while I'm away.” 
Mary Polly Polsue was my grandfather's sweetheart 
at that time. But why he should have spoken as if 
he was bound on a long voyage he never could tell; 
he used to set it down to fate. 

“T will,” said William John Dunn; and then they 
gave a cheer and pushed my grandfather off, and 
away he rowed all into the dead waste of the night. 
He rowed and rowed, all in the dead waste of the 
night; and he got the Gull Rock in a line with 
Tregamenna windows; and still he was rowing, 
when to his great surprise he heard a voice calling : 

“Hendry Watty! Hendry Watty!” 

I told you my grandfather was the boldest man 
in Port Loe. But he dropped his two oars now, and 
made the five signs of Penitence. For who could it 
be calling him out herein the dead waste and middle 
of the night? 

: “Hendry Watty! Hendry Watty! drop me a 
ine.” 

My grandfather kept his fishing lines in a little 
skivet under the stern-sheets. But not a trace of 
bait had he on board. If he had, he was too much 
a-tremble to bait a hook. 

“Hendry Watty! Hendry Watty! drop me a 
line, or I'll know why.” 

My poor grandfather by this had picked up his 
Oars again, and was rowing like mad to get quit of 
the neighbourhood, when something or somebody 
gave three knocks—thump, thump, thump—on the 
bottom of the boat, just as you would knock on a 
door. The third thump fetched Hendry Watty 
upright on his legs. He had no more heart for 
disobeying, but baited his hook with a bit of pipe- 
stem and flung it overboard, letting the line run out 
in the stern-notch. Not half-way had it run before 
rae a long pull on it, like the sucking of a dog- 

ish. 

“Hendry Watty! Hendry Watty! pull me in.” 

Hendry Watty pulled in, hand over hand; and in 
came the lead sinker over the notch, and still the 


little finger, was a silver ring, sunk very deep in the 
flesh. If this was bad, worse was the face that 
followed—a great white parboiled face, with the 


| hair and whiskers all stuck with chips of wood and 


| seaweed. 


| for dear life. 
a wide berth because Archelaus Rowett’s lugger | 





And if this was bad for anybody, it was 
worse for my grandfather, who had known Arche- 
laus Rowett before he was drowned out on the 
Shivering Grounds, six years before. 

Archelaus Rowett climbed in over the stern, 
pulled the hook with the bit of pipe-stem out of his 
cheek, sat down in the stern-sheets, shook a small 
crayfish out of his whiskers, and said very coolly— 

“If you should come across my wife——” 

That was all my grandfather stayed to hear. At 
the sound of Archelaus’s voice he fetched a yell, 
jumped clean over the side of the boat, and swam 
He swam and swam, till by the bit of 
the moon he saw the Gull Rock close ahead. There 
were lashin’s of rats on the Gull Rock, as he knew: 
but he was a good deal surprised at the way they 
were behaving, for they sat in a row at the water's 
edge and fished, with their tails let down into the 
sea for fishing-lines : and their eyes were like garnets 
burning as they looked at my grandfather over their 
shoulders. 

“Hendry Watty! Hendry Watty! 
land here—you're disturbing the pollack.” 

“ Bejimbers! I wouldn’ do that for the world,” 
says my grandfather: so off he pushes and swims 
for the mainland. This was a long job, and ’twas as 
much as he could do to reach Kibberick beach, 
where he fell on his face and hands among the stones, 
and there lay, taking breath. 

The breath was hardly back in his body, before 
he heard footsteps, and along the beach came a 
woman, and passed close by to him. He lay very 
quiet, and as she came near he saw ‘twas Sarah 
Rowett, that used to be Archelaus’s wife, but had 
married another man since. She was knitting as 
she went by, and did not seem to notice my grand- 
father: but he heard her say to herself, “ The hour 
is come, and the man is come.” 

He had scarcely begun to wonder over this, when 
he spied a ball of worsted yarn beside him that 
Sarah had dropped. ’Twas the ball she was knitting 
from, and a line of worsted stretched after her along 
the beach. Hendry Watty picked up the ball and 
followed the thread on tiptoe. In less than a minute 
he came near enough to watch what she was doing: 
and what she did was worth watching. First she 
gathered wreckwood and straw, and struck flint over 
touchwood and teened a fire. Next she unravelled 
her knitting; twisted her end of the yarn between 
finger and thumb—as a cobbler twists a wax-end— 
and cast the end up towards the sky. It made 
Hendry Watty stare when the thread, instead of 
falling back to the ground, remained hanging, just 
as if ’twas fastened to something up above; but it 
made him stare more when Sarah Rowett began to 
climb up it, and away up till nothing could be seen 
of her but her ankles hanging out of the dead waste 
and middle of the night. 

“ Hendry Watty! Hendry Watty!” 

It wasn’t Sarah calling, but a voice far away out 
to sea. 

“Hendry Watty! Hendry Watty! send me a 
line.” 

My grandfather was wondering what to do, when 
Sarah speaks down very sharp to him, out of the 
dark: 

“Hendry Watty! Where's the rocket apparatus? 
Can’t ye hear the poor fellow asking for a line?” 

“T do,” says my grandfather, who was losing his 
temper ; “and do you think, ma’am, that I carry a 
Manby’s mortar in my trousers pocket ?” 

“TI think you have a ball of worsted in your 
hand,” says she. “ Throw it as far as you can.” 

So my grandfather threw the ball out into the 


You can't 
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dead waste and middle of the night. He didn’t see 
where it pitched, or how far it went. 

“Right it is,’ says the woman aloft. “Tis easy 
seen you're a hurler. But what shall us do for a 
cradle? Hendry Watty! Hendry Watty!” 

* Ma'am to you,” says my grandfather. 

“Tl ask you kindly to turn your back: I'm going 
to take off my stocking.” 

So my grandfather stared the other way very 
politely ; and when he was told he might look again, 
he saw she had tied the stocking to the line and was 
running it out like a cradle into the dead waste of 
the night. 

“Hendry Watty! 
below!” 

Before he could answer, plump! a man’s leg came 
tumbling past his ear and scattered the ashes right 
and left. 

“Hendry Watty! 
below !” 

This time ’twas a great white arm and hand, with 


Hendry Watty! Look out 


Hendry Watty! Look out 
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a silver ring sunk tight in the flesh of the little | 


finger. 

“Hendry Watty! 
limbs!” 

My grandfather picked them up and was warming 
them before the fire, when down came a great round 
head and bounced twice and lay in the firelight, 
staring up at him. And whose head was it but 
Archelaus Rowett’s, that he'd run away from once 
already, that night ? 

“Hendry Watty! Hendry Watty! 
below!” 

This time ‘twas another leg, and my grandfather 
was just about to lay hands on it, when the woman 
called down : 

“Hendry Watty! catch it quick! 
leg I've thrown down by mistake!” 

The leg struck the ground and bounced high, and 
Hendry Watty made a leap after it . . . and I reckon 
it’s asleep he must have been: for what he caught 
was not Mrs. Rowett’s leg, but the jib-boom of a 
deep-laden brigantine that was running him down in 
the dark. 
crushed by the brigantine’s fore-foot and went down 
under his very boot-soles. 
out a yell, and two or three of the crew ran forward 
and hoisted him up to the bowsprit and in on deck, 
safe and sound. 

But the brigantine happened to be outward- 
bound for the River Plate; so that, what with one 
thing and another, "twas eleven good months before 
my grandfather landed again at Port Loe. And who 


Hendry Watty! Warm them 


Look out 


It’s my own 





wish there were many more such records. They 
far exceed in interest most novels. Trade has her 
victories no less than Love. Carlyle, who had a keen 
eye for things, has expressed the opinion that a 
history of booksellers would be better worth reading 
than that cf most kings. We hope it would, and 
if well written we believe it would. But a well- 
written history implies a great historian, and his- 
torians of genius are rare birds. To write or compile 
readable memoirs is not so very difficult, and on 
this ground all men are equal. The memoirs of John 
Lackington the bookseller are at least as good as 
those of Bubb Dodington, afterwards a peer and 
always a rascal. The man must be but a dull fellow 
who can daily traverse our London streets, crowded 
with fiercely competing trades and industries, with- 
out wondering as he passes the doors what mental 
struggles are going on within, how stands the profit- 
and-loss account, and whether it is to fortune or to 
failure the proprietor is foredoomed. 

From the book before us we can extract a very 
good idea of Mr. John Hatchard, the founder of the 
Piccadilly firm, who being born between twelve and 
one o'clock in the morning of the 17th of October, 
1768, died worth nearly £100,000 at pious Clapham 
on the 2lst June, 1819. Indeed, we commend the 
courage of the compiler, who, though a member of 
the firm, can yet afford to poke a little fun at its 
“pawky” founder. But, indeed, our lot is cast in 
irreverent days, when even eponymous heroes and 
founders of firms are treated with no more than 
decent respect. John Hatchard was a Londoner born 
and bred, and owed his education to the charitable 
foundation of the Grey Coat Hospital in West- 
minster. Like his great predecessor in the godly 
race, Samuel Richardson, he was apprenticed to a 


| printer and learned to be humble and hardy. His 


term of years over, Hatchard became shopman to 
Tom Payne, the famous bookseller, of Mews Gate, 
Castle Street, St. Martin’s. 

It is a melancholy proof of a bookseller’s con- 
viction of the invincible ignorance of the “ reading 


| public” that we are bidden carefully to distinguish 


And as he sprang for it, his boat was | 


At the same time he let | 


should be the first man he sees standing above the | 
| beginning to have one-half the assurance of the 


cove but William John Dunn ? 


“Tm very glad to see you,” says William John | 
| Hatchard’s “Tom Payne” left his mark upon the 


Dunn. 

“Thank you kindly,” answers my grandfather ; 
“and how’s Mary Polly ?” 

“ Why, as for that,” he says, “she took so much 
looking after, that I couldn’t feel I was keeping her 
properly under my eye till I married her, last June 
month.” 

“ Dear, dear,” says my grandfather; “but you 
was always one to overdo everything.” 

“ Well, but why didn’t you drop us a line! 

But when it came to talk about “dropping a line 
I'm told my grandfather's language wouldn't bear 
repeating. That's all the story, and that’s the 
reason Why I'm William John Dunn’s grandson by 
rights, instead of Hendry Watty’s. Q. 


»” 


” 








HATCHARD’S. 





E are indebted to a member of this ancient 
house for an animated little volume, or 
brochure, containing a brief memorial of the rise 
and fortunes of the well-known bookshop in Picca- 
dilly. (‘Piccadilly Bookmen. Memoria's of the 
House of Hatchard.” By A. L. Humphreys.) We 





between Tom Payne the bookseller and the famous 
“rebellious staymaker” Thomas Paine, whom Mr. 
Humphreys, continuing in this respect the tradition 
of the orthodox customers of his firm, styles “Tom 
Paine the Atheist.” But we know better now. The 
point is not, perhaps, one of great importance, but 
bad names should not be hurled about at random. 
Tom Paine was no atheist. There are heads of 
colleges and “ shovel-hatted” persons now living 
who would feel very uncomfortable indeed—not to 
say quite upset--if they were to find themselves 


Being of God that Tom Paine habitually possessed. 


world, if it be true what is said of him—namely, 


| that he was the first secondhand bookseller to issue 





priced catalogues of his wares. We are called upon 
by Mr. Humphreys to meet annually and drink 
to the health of “Honest Tom Payne,” nor should 
we decline any such invitation if issued bond fide, 
but we are by no means sure that the keen book- 
collector, who is not afraid to travel up and down 
England in search of treasure, has any cause to be 
deeply grateful to Mr. Payne for setting an example 
which, followed as it has been of late years by 
secondhand booksellers generally, has produced a 
woeful, a stale uniformity of price. Go now 
where he will, to Norwich or Exeter, to Edinburgh 
or Birmingham, the book-buyer will find but small 
differences in the amount of “ransom” demanded 
by the booksellers of these cities. It was in Mr. 
Payne’s shop that young Hatchard learnt his busi- 
ness and acquired what his biographer calls “a 
gracious and willing manner.” In 1797 he plucked up 
courage and established himself at No. 173, Picca- 
dilly, hard by the present quarters of the firm. 
From this address he shortly issued his first 
pamphlet, “stitched, but without covers,” entitled 
“Reform or Ruin: Take Your Choice. By John 
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Bowdler, Esquire.” This tract was dedicated to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, and despite its somewhat 
fierce title, was, so we are told, quite superlatively 
respectable. 


Its author was the father of the only | 


Shakespearian editor or critic who has enriched the | 


language with a new word. To * bowdlerise” is as 
good English as to “ boycott.” 


memberof the house of Hatchard sneering at “ a muti- 


It is painful to find a | 


lated Shakespeare.” For ourselves we say, “ Well done, | 


3owdler.” For what was his object? To produce a 
Shakespeare which could be read ont loud daring 
winters’ evenings in the family circle. Who need 
be ashamed of this? or will any father be found to 
say that Shakespeare contains nothing which cannot 
be read out loud in the family circle? The Clarendon 
Press, in their school editions, “ bowdlerise” with- 
out saying anything about it, and are obliged to 
do so. 

Pawky John Hatchard made a good thing out of 
John Bowdler, Esquire, and his pamphlet. In fact, 
it would appear as if the whole fortunes of the 


house once rested on this gossamer-like foundation. | 
Hatchard’s, having begun respectable, have remained | 


so ever since. 
and bred a spinster—‘“ I’ve begun, and I'll go on ”— 
so Hatchard’s have remained faithful to the arch- 
bishops and the superlative degree of respectability. 
Herein was displayed great business 
Hatchard boldly and exclusively allied himself to 


foresight. | 


Like Calverley’s cook, who was born | 
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“was in appearance the very acme of respectability. He 
was invariably dressed in black. His coat was of the style of a 
bishop’s frock-coat, waisteoat buttoning to the throat, with an 
entirely plain front, and knee-breeches and gaiters. He was 
never above speaking to boys who brought loads of books. 
encouraging them to be industrious and never to be afraid of 
work,” 


We wish there were many more such books as 
this memorial of the house of Hatchard. 





CHRISTMAS LITERATURE. 


FAIRY TALES AND STORY BOOKS. 


rU\HERE are few, it is to be hoped, who cannot 
sing, with Samuel Lover :— 


“There was a place in childhood 
That I remember well, 
And there a voice of sweetest tone 
Bright fairy tales did tell.” 


And in that place, wherever it was—lumber-room, 
library, or woody nook—one enchanter was potent 
above all others—the elvish-looking Dane, whose 
own life was itself a fairy tale. The children of to- 


| day ought to love and understand him even better 


what may be called the ‘“‘ Hannah More” public. He | 


pandered (pardon the word) to their tastes. He 
made his shop grave but exceeding comfortable, 
and he was himself grave and very deferential. He 
and his assistants, when he came to have any, were 
clad in black, and moved about a living compound 
of the lower clergy, the upper servant, and the 
shopman. He kept alive large fires, where in winter 
time the Reports of the Society for Bettering the 
Condition of the Poor might be profitably discussed. 
His stock was well selected, and, unless it were the 
*“ Anti-Jacobin”’ (which, as levelled at the licentious 
French Revolution, was pardoned its flippancy of 


tone), there was never an improper book to be found | 


inside Hatchard’s. Pious aunts, “as certain of 
dying rich as candles in golden sockets,” always 
knew they could safely give a precocious nephew 
half-a-sovereign and send him to Hatchard’s to buy 
a book. Never a copy of “Gulliver's Travels” or of 
the “ Arabian Nights” bore the impress of this 
seemly firm. ‘This is all the more creditable to John 
Hatchard, because Tom Payne had quite a different 
set of customers, mere scholars and book-collectors. 
Hatchard soon collected around him excellent 
materials for making a fortune. When we mention 
that he was the publisher of “ The Fairchild Family,” 
the “ Peep of Day,” and “ Line upon Line,” his for- 
tune of £100,000 seems positively small. He must 
have paid his authors! He had all the bad bat 
popular poets buzzing around him. The Laureate 
Pye frequented his shop. Who now reads Pye? 
Yet in his day he bustled along Piccadilly and ex- 
changed salutes with as much easy confidence as do 
to-day the brilliant authors of “ The Epic of Hades” 
and “ The Light of Asia.” Hatchard seems to have 
had an eye for the things of the hour. Wise pub- 
lishers take short views. In the seventeenth century 
it was better to be the publisher of John Cleveland 
than of John Milton, just as at the middle of this 
century it was better to be the publisher of Martin 
Tupper than of Robert Browning. Hatchard behaved 
well to Tupper, who, having published elsewhere his 
first series of the “Proverbial Philosophy” and 
made a great success, carried his second to Hatchard, 
who received him most kindly, placing his hand on 
the poet’s dark hair and exclaiming with tears, 
“You will thank God for this book when your hair 
comes to be as white as mine.” Hatchard had the 
courage of his opinions, for he appears to have taken 
entirely on himself all the well-known trade risks of 
publication, and to have given the author half the 
profits. Each party to this transaction is said to 
have made £10,000, John Hatchard, so we are told, 








than their fathers did, with such exquisite editions 
as Mr. George Allen’s “Stories AND Fairy TALEs,” 
and Messrs. Lawrence & Bullen’s “Tue LItrTLe 
MERMAID AND OTHER TALES,” by Hans Christian 
Andersen. The former contains all the stories in 
two volumes, with a hundred pictures by Mr. 
Arthur J. Gaskin, that tempt the busy reviewer to 
throw down his pen, as does the type too, for it is 
delightfully printed. The translation is by Dr. H. 
Oskar Sommer. Messrs. Lawrence & Bullen’s book 
is an édition de luxe, the translation by that notable 
polyglot, Mr. R. Nisbet Bain, and the exquisite 
illustrations by Mr. J. R. Weguelin. There seems 
rather a scarcity of fairy lore this year. Two other 
books must be noted—‘ THE WINGED WOLF AND 
OTHER Fatry TALES” (Stanford), collected by Ha 
Sheen Kaf, with fifty illustrations by Arthur 
Layard, and “ THe Brownies aT Home” (T. Fisher 
Unwin), by Mr. Palmer Cox. 

Our selection of historical stories begins with 
Mrs. Rundle Charles's “ SKETCHES OF CHRISTIAN LIFE 
IN ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME” (Nelson), as it 
dates further back than any of the books we have in 
this division. The title would seem hardly attractive 
enough for a gift-book at this merry time, but when 
more serious-minded juvenile readers are told that 
Mrs. Rundle Charles is the author of “THE ScHOn- 
BERG-CoTTa FAMILY,” they will pick up the book 
again if they felt at first disinclined to try it. Then 
comes Mr. S. Baring-Gould’s “Tue ICELANDER’S 
Sworp” (Methuen), originally written in 1858; but 
what pleased boys then will please them to-day. Next, 
Miss E. S. Holt takes up the tale in “ONnz SNowy 
Nicut; or, Lone AGo at OXForD,” a remarkable 
story of one of the least-known and saddest episodes 
in English history—the first persecution of Christians 
by Christians in this land. Miss Holt is a serious 
worker, and has studied her story of Gerhardt’s un- 
successful mission to England in the middle of the 
twelfth century in the pages of William of Newbury 
and Ranulf de Diceto. In “Evin May-Day: A 
Story oF 1517” (Nelson), Miss E. Everett-Green 
writes an attractive story of what may be called the 
first strike-riot in England, when the craftsmen of 
London rebelled against the employment of foreign 
cheap labour. “Tae WHITE CONQUERORS OF MEXICO” 
(Blackie), by Mr. Kirk Munroe, tells of Cortes and 
Montezuma. Mr. Henty, in his usual vigorous and 
well-detailed manner, carries us on to the Huguenot 
Wars with his “ St. BARTHOLOMEW’S EvE” (Blackie). 
He has not devoted any large portion of his story to 
details of the terrible massacres of the period, nor to 
the atrocious persecutions to which the Huguenots 














































were subjected, but has, as usual, remembering the 
tastes of his “dear lads,” gone to the military events 
of the struggle for its chief interest. Then we come 
to Mr. Robert Leighton’s “IN THE GRIP OF THE 
ALGERINE: A HisroricAL TALE oF THE MrpirerR- 
RANEAN” (The Sunday School Union), a capital 
story, in which the hero’s dear friend and fellow- 
adventurer is one Miguel de Cervantes da Saavedra. 
“Tue Lost TREASURE OF TREVLYN” (Nelson), by 
Miss EK. Everett-Green, picks up the historical 
sequence with a story of the days of the Gunpowder 
Plot; Miss Emily Weaver proceeds to Restoration 
times with “ Prince RuPERT’s NAMESAKE” (Oliphant, 
Anderson & Ferrier); with Mr. Henty’s “A 
Jacopire ExiLe” (Blackie) we come to the wars of 
Charles XII. of Sweden; in“ FACING PrARFPUL Obbs ” 
(Shaw) Dr. Gordon Stables brings us to the American 
War of Independence; and we arrive within sight 
of our own times in “ THe Boy Patriot” (Hatchin- 
son), a biography, as good as any story, of General 
Andrew Jackson. These historical stories are well 
illustrated by Messrs. H. M. Eaton, Maynard Brown, 
Hi. J. Draper, W. 8S. Stacey, and others. 

To the library of unhistorical adventure the most 
notable addition is Mr. H. M. Stanley’s “My 
DARK COMPANIONS, AND THEIR STRANGE STORIES” 
(Sampson Low). During Mr. Stanley’s African 
journeys it was the habit to tell tales round the 
camp-tire, and whenever a real aborigine of the in- 


terior undertook to tell a tale of the old days, some- | 


thing new and striking was sure to be heard, “the 
language became more quaint, and in almost every 
tale there was a distinct moral.” The choicest and 
most curious of these quaint and distinctly moral 


tales heard by Mr. Stanley during seventeen years | 


are included in this volume. Three stirring stories 
of the sea are Mr. George M. Fenn’s “ THe BLACK 
Bar” (Sampson Low), a tale of adventure aboard a 


SuppLement To THE 


man-o'-war; Mr. Robert Leighton’s “ THe WRECK OF | 


‘Tue GOLDEN FLEECE’” (Blackie), all about a North 
Sea fisher-boy ; and “ UNDER THE SEA TO THE NORTH 
PoLE” (Sampson Low), by Pierre Maél, a romance 
of Arctic exploration. Mr. D. L. Johnstone’s “IN 
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Fotk Fancy,” by Herbert E. Inman, illustrated by 
Louis Wain and others, and “THE RosEBUD 
ANNUAL FOR 1894”; and by Messrs. Griffith, Farran 
& Co.’s “THE OLD CORNER ANNUAL,” edited by 
Uncle Charlie, and “Some SWEET STORIES OF OLD,” 
by the Rev. C. J. Ridgway. <A very special illus- 
trated book for young children is “Topsy ANpD 
Turvy” (Unwin), a book of exceedingly comical 
coloured pictures from America. Charming addi- 
tions to Messrs. A. D. Innes & Co.’s now well-known 
* DAINTY BooKs” are “ A MANNERLESS MONKEY,” 
by Miss Mabel EK. Wotton, “ Lity AND WATER-LILY,” 
by Mrs. Comyns Carr,and “ A Hit or A Miss,” by the 
Hon. Eva Knatchbull-Hugessen. We are glad to 
see a reprint by Messrs. T. Nelson & Sons of Mary 
Howitt’'s quaint “SonGs or ANIMAL Lire,” with 
over ® hundred drawings by Giacomelli. Messrs. 
Cassell & Co. have two exquisite gift-books, an 


| édition de luxe of Mr. Lewis Morris’s “ LOVE AND 


SLEEP AND OTHER Poems,” with designs by Miss 
Alice Havers and Miss Harriet M. Bennett; and 
“Tue Love or Cuarist,” a series of richly illuminated 
poems and prose passages with numerous tinted 
illustrations, 


ART PUBLICATIONS AND ANNUALS. 


NE of the most important, if not the most im- 
portant, of the art publications of the season is 

an English edition of Emile Michel's “RemBranpr” 
(Heinemann). In the choice of an editor Mr. Heine- 
mann has been fortunate in securing the services of 
Mr. Frederick Wedmore, an art-critic of mature 
judgment and fine instinct; and in Miss Simmonds, 
the translator, we have a writer of taste and know- 
ledge. In preparing this edition Mr. Wedmore has 
had the collaboration of the author, with whose aid 
corrections of mistakes in fact and of misprints have 
been embodied in the text. In this respect it differs 
from, and is an improvement upon, the original. 


| Another advantageous divergence from the French 


| edition is 


THE LAND OF THE GOLDEN PLUME” (Chambers) deals | 


briskly with adventures among the head-hunters of 
Papua. These five books are all illustrated, two of 
them respectively by Mr. W. S. Stacey and Mr. 
Frank Brangwyn—“ THE GOLDEN PLUME” and 
“Tur GOLDEN FLEECE.” 

Irom the legion of home stories we select 
“Wren We Two Partrep” (Griffith, Farran), by 
Miss Sarah Doudney, a new edition of a good story; 
“ESTHER’S SHRINE” (Griffith, Farran), a charming 
character sketch of that famous 


* little girl who had a little curl 

That came to the middle of her forehead, 
And when she was good she was very, very good, 

And when she was bad she was horrid ”; 
“BENEATH THE SurFACE” (The Sunday School 
Union), a story of the lower middle-classes, by Miss 
Sarah Tytler; “SwikLBorouGH MANor” (Oliphant, 
Anderson & Ferrier), by Miss Sarah S. Hamer—why 
are sO many mistresses of minor fiction called Sarah? 


—dealing with London and the provinces ; “ BLACK, | 


Wuite, AND Gray” (Chambers), a story of three 
homes, by Miss Amy Walton; and “ GoLDEN GWEN- 
DOLYN ” (Hutchinson), by Miss E. Everett-Green, in 
which a day of reckoning comes to the villain who 
tried to drive an heiress mad. Although these 
domestic stories are all illustrated, the names of the 
artists are inscribed only on two—* BENEATH THESUR- 
FACE,” with pictures by Mr. Hal Ludlow, and “ BLAckK, 
WHITE, AND GRAY,” embellished by the pencil of 
Mr. Robert Barnes. 

Among quarto publications in coloured covers for 
the nursery the foremost places are held by Messrs. 
John F. Shaw’s “Our DARLINGS,” edited by Dr. 
Barnardo; “SuNDAY SUNSHINE,” edited by Miss 
Catherine Shaw, and “ LirrtLe FROLIC,” a book of 
illustrated rhymes and stories; by Messrs. James 
Clarke and Co,’s, “ Up THE Spiper’s WEB: A Fairy 


in the matter of the _ illustrations. 
Nothing of value or of charm has been omitted, 
but in place of certain photogravures and coloured 
reproductions of drawings Mr. Wedmore has sub- 
stituted reproductions of English Rembrandts of note 
and high merit. In addition to these changes fresh 
blocks have been cut in several instances in which 
the original impression had turned out badly. 
Everything has been done by publisher, editor, and 
translator to make these two sumptuous volumes 
attractive, accurate, and suitable for English readers. 

“ ABBOTSFORD ” (Adam & Charles Black) is a very 
handsome quarto, containing a series of coloured il- 
lustrations by Mr. William Gibb of the personal relics 
and antiquarian treasures of Sir Walter Scott. The 
introduction and descriptions are by the Hon. Mary 
Monica Maxwell Scott, who, it need not be said, writes 
with full sympathy and information. Every lover 
of Scott will thank her and Mr. Gibb for a book they 
must all wish to possess. 

There are no finer, more valuable, and, we believe, 
more popular books for this time of the year than 
the two art annuals, The Art Journal (Virtue & 
Co.), and The Magazine of Art (Cassell & Co.). The 


| characteristics of either are well maintained in the 








current volumes, although the conservatism of the 
Art Journal seems to have broadened its borders 
considerably, the twelve tinted plates, in addition to 
the usual monthly etching or photogravure, being 
quite a new departure. The variety and enterprise 
of The Magazine of Art are as conspicuous as ever. 
These journals must always be of the greatest im- 
portance as a reflection of current art, and of the 
passing revivals and accentuations of interest in the 
art of former times. 

In this connection we may mention some admirable 
reproductions of PictUREs published by Messrs. Frost 
& Reed. Two of these are etchings of the charming 
domestic art of Mr. W. Dendy Sadler, the well-known 
“Scandal and Tea,” by Mons. E. Gaujean, and the 
equally popular “Rivals” (artist's signed proof, 
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first state of the plate) by the same eminent etcher. 
Mr. Charles Bird’s original etching of Henry VII.’s 
Chapel, Westminster, makes a very rich plate. The 
engravings of “I’se Biggest” and of Mr. R. H. 
Carter’s “Message to the Reef” have charm and 
brilliancy. 

Messrs. Isbister & Co.’s people's magazines, Good 
Words and The Sunday Magazine, are quite as 
interesting as usual. The principal serial in the 
former is “To Right the Wrong,” 
Lyall, a story of the Paritan Revolution. Short 
stories by Lanoe Falconer, Mr. W. Canton, Mr. John 
Reid, and others, with biographical, historical, de- 
seriptive, and religious papers, make up a very enter- 
taining miscellany. The illustrations are numerous 
and admirable. The Sunday Magazine is also well 
illustrated, and is a good collection of religious stories 
and articles. Cassell’s Family Magazine, a profusely 
illustrated treasury of fiction and information, is 
specially adapted for the middle-classes. Sylvia's 
Annual (Ward, Lock & Bowden), edited by Mrs. 
Graham R. Tomson, is a lady's magazine of stories, 
poems, fashions, home arts, and needlework, contain- 
ing, among many other interesting illustrations, a 
eries of tinted plates of famous pictures of women. 
Messrs. Sampson Low & Co.’s Boys for 1893 should 
be very welcome in the schoolroom and the play- 
ground. 


The fourth series of “THE CABINET PORTRAIT 


GALLERY " (Cassell & Co.) is a most impartial collec- | 


tion of photcegraphs of living celebrities, reproduced 
from originals by Messrs. W. & D. Downey. The 
Right Hon. James Bryce comes after Mr. Jerome K. 
Jerome, and Mr. George Bernard Shaw precedes the 
King of Greece. The variety and—if we may be 
forgiven for using such a word—“ up-to-dateness” of 
this volume make it probably the most interesting 
of the series—although, indeed, it has never lacked 
in variety and interest. 

Two books of which the interest is largely 
artistic are Mr. Nisbet Bain’s translation of “ WrmrpD 
TALES FROM NORTHERN SEAS,” from the Danish of 
Jonas Lie (Kegan Paul)—the twelve illustrations 
are remarkable examples of Mr. Laurence Housman’s 
drawing; and “ A Book oF PICTURED CAROLS” 
(George Allen)—notable designs by members of the 
Birmingham Art School, done under the direction 
of Mr. Arthur J. Gaskin. 


DECORATIVE AND OTHER VERSE. 
Poxms oF NATURE AND LOVE. 
London: G. P. Putnam’s Sons. 

Macic Hovusr, AND OTHER POEMs. 
Campbell Scott. London: Methuen & Co. 
UNDERNEATH THE BovucH: A Book oF Verses. By 

Michael Field. London: George Bell & Sons. 
Foorsters OF THE Gops, AND OTHER Poems. 
Sweetman. London: George Bell & Sons. 
Sprina’s lwMoRTALITY, AND OTHER Poxzms. By Mackenzie 
Bell. London: Ward, Lock & Bowden. 
Poems Here at Home. By James Whitcomb Riley. 
London : Longmans, Green & Co. 
Seconp Boox or Verse. By Eugene Field, London: James 
R. Osgood, McIlvaine & Co. 
\ R. CAWEIN, a remarkable American poet, whose 
1Vi extraordinary merit we have pointed out more 
than once, has, in addition to his admirable rhythm, 
rhyme, and command of language, a capacity like 
Mr. Swinburne’s of prolonging indefinitely one or 
two moods. The half-hundred poems of “ Nature 
and Love,” with titles indicating a great variety of 
circumstance, might easily be the record of one long, 
waking dream from dawn to dawn in which the 
poet’s fancy flitted from clime to clime, from age to 
age, through pastorals, and wars and tournaments. 
Kriemhilda, Carmen, the Round Table, Orient 
queens, are woven into the tapestry of his verse 


always upon a background of American landscape, 
toi— 


By Madison Cawein. 


THz By Duncan 


By Elinor 


“We rode, by ways forgotten 
Through the Rhineland, all serene, 
*Neath a low mcon white as cotton.” 
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Whatever the intention may be, the effect is decora- 
tive, like archaic tapestry, like a wall pattern. Al- 
though Mr. Cawein writes like one who had never 
lived, like an unembodied spirit that would fain 
throb with human blood, there is nothing languid in 
his style. His verse is vigorous, adventurous, full of 
colour and sound; he labours to smite himself into 


| humanity; hovers lovingly round the palaces and 


by Miss Edna | 


| tapestry, and try a log-hut in the wild West. 





| understand, is Mr. Scott's first book ; 








temples that men have built, but cannot find an 
entrance. Why should he? Above all, why haunt 
the ruins of the past? Men and women love in 
America to-day. Let him leave heraldry and 
There 
are indications that he could do it in several of his 
poems, and something like a promise in the dedication 
to Joaquin Miller. 

A charming decorative touch, “lilac messages of 
love,” ete., distinguishes Mr. Duncan Campbell 
Scott's “ Magic House, and Other Poems,” but is not 
by any means the wain distinction. This, we 
yet he has 
already thought and felt his way a considerable 
depth into the heart of things, and is, besides, a 
master of certain forms of verse. This is, for what 
it fulfils and for what it promises, one of the most 
remarkable books of verse published within the last 
decade. The sweet grave cheerfulness of the stanzas 
“To the Memory of My Father,” the aspiration in 
“From the Farm on the Hill,” the stifled sobbing in 
“ Memory,” show moods possible only to strength 
and restraint. In description Mr. Scott is always 
gocd, often perfect, e.g. :— 

“The stars are in the ebon sky, 
Burning, gold, alone ; 
The wind roars over the rolling earth, 
Like water over a stone.” 


The last line in the following stanza is perhaps 
more decorative than purely imaginative ; but how 
fine! 
“A thrush is hidden in a maze 
Of cedar buds and tamarae bloom, 
He throws his rapid flexile phrase, 
A flash of emeralds in the gloom.” 


And this is as good as Tennyson :— 


“ All the lonely hollow town 
Towers above the windy quay, 
And the ancient tide goes down 
With its secret to the sea.” 


Mr. Duncan Campbell Scott is apparently a Canadian 
we welcome him and his poetry most heartily to the 
old country. 

Michael Field has revised and decreased “ Under- 
neath the Bough.” It has received careful pruning 


| from her own and from other hands, and is un- 


doubtedly better than the first edition. The decora- 
tive idea is marked in these verses; sometimes, 
indeed, as in “ My Love is Like a Lovely Shepherdess,” 
we have a mere playing at poetry; but the best 
of them still charm us with their sincerity and 
strength. 

Miss Elinor Sweetman is also decorative :— 


“Every star as twilight grows 
Nimbly twirls its silver toes” ; 


but there is spiritual insight in many of her pieces, 
and sweetness of mood and versification throughout. 
“ Afterwards” and “New Year Bells” are typical 
poems expressive of the poetess’s deep sense of the 
value of sorrow. 

There is nothing decorative or in any degree 
artificial about Mr. Mackenzie Bell’s poems. He 
keeps a modest plain-song, quietly conscious that if 
his voice is true his worth will be noted, even amid 
the chorus of prime bravura-singers chanting each 
other down. Besides a number of new poems, 
“ Spring’s Immortality ” contains in an altered and 
greatly revised form some of his previously published 
verse. Mr. Bell is at his best in his sonnets, and his 
cheerful outlook is always refreshing. 

In “ Our Hired Girl,” “ The Raggedy Man,” “ The 
Fishing Party.” “The Doodle-Bugs’s Charm,” and 
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other quaint and humorous poems, Mr. Whitcomb 
Riley has invented a new mode. He takes one of 
the ugliest dialects into which English has degener- 
ated—and the lowest form of that, too 


| 
| 
| 


and out of | 


it he weaves the drollest kind of beauty imaginable | 
verses that tickle adults in spite of themselves, | 
and which children at the nursery-rhyme stage will | 


listen to again and again with increasing delight. 
Of his longer poems the best is “Squire Hawkins’s 
Story” of how he got the better of old 
Thompson, a very special specimen of American 
humour. 
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conduct in Uganda and an exposition of his views 
as to its future Government, it might be necessary 
to follow somewhat closely his treatment of these 
questions. But, fortunately, largely as Uganda 
bulks in these two volumes, it is very far from 
monopolising Captain Lugard’s pages. It is possible, 
therefore, to postpone for the moment a detailed 
survey of Captain Lugard’s views on this subject, 


| and, indeed, this course has much to recommend it. 


Jeff | 


Mr. Eugene Field follows a beaten track in his | 


“Second Book of American Verse.” 
not quite so fresh as his first, but the difference is 
slight. His pathos still moves; his moralising is 
shrewd ; and his hand is as deft as ever. 


OUR EAST AFRICAN EMPIRE, 


Tur Rise or ouR Hast Arrican Empire — NYASALAND 
AND Uaanpba. By Captain F. D. Lugard, D.S.O. With 


130 Illustrations and 14 specially- prepared Maps. In 2 
vols. London and Edinburgh: W. Blackwood & Sons. 


FYVHE Victorian soldier of fortune, if he be of a re- 

flective turn of mind, must sometimes envy the 
lot of his Elizabethan forbear. In the days of Good 
Queen Bess there were new worlds to conquer ; to-day 
there is little of the earth’s surface that is not in 
some sort of a way known to civilised man. But it 
is not in this respect that the adventurer of to-day 
need feel most envy for his competitor of three 
centuries ago. If there are no new worlds to discover, 
there is yet, as Captain Lugard’s two handsome 
volumes afford ample proof, no lack of romance and 
adventure to be encountered by him who knows 
where to find it. It is rather in the mode in which 
his romantic adventures are presented to the world 
that the man of yesterday has so great an advantage 
over his rival of to-day. In the stately days 
before electricity, steam, and the special corre- 
spondent had become necessities of civilisation, the 


Perhaps it is | 


| 


| country. 


adventurous soldier or mariner came back with his | 


story unspoiled by aught but the vague tongue of 
rumour, which whetted rather than dulled the 
appetite for what he had to tell. Nowadays the 
soldier of fortune has to guide his steps warily even 
in the most remote corner of the earth, for all that 
he does is done in the white light of publicity ; every 
step he takes is reported and criticised, and as often 


| are excellent reading. 


as not he has to ask himself not simply what is best | 


to be done, but how what he proposes to do will 
strike those who sit at home at ease, and, ignorant 
of the thousand and one local conditions that may 
influence his judgment and his action, appraise his 
conduct on broad principles deduced from an alto- 
gether different style of society from that with 
which he has to deal. 

For the last two or three years Captain Lugard’s 
name has been much on men’s lips. His conduct in 
Uganda has been approved or condemned, always 
on information more or less fragmentary from the 
necessity of the case. It is only now, after public 
opinion has to some extent formulated itself, that 
he has been able to put in a connected form a 
narrative of the stirring events that occurred during 
his residence in Uganda, and to present for our 
serious consideration the views which he has been 
led to entertain as to the causes of the civil war 
in Uganda, and the most desirable mode of dealing 
with the situation in that country as it at present 
exists. It may be taken for granted that in writing 
the story of the rise of what he terms “Our East 
African Empire,” Captain Lugard’s main object has 
been to clear up the many misconceptions which, as 
he contends, exist as to the recent history of our 
relations with Mwanga’s kingdom, and to secure 
that due weight shall be given to the strong con- 
victions which he has formed as to the future 
administration of British East Africa. And if his 
book were nothing more than a defence of his own 





We ought not to have long to wait for the report 
which Sir Gerald Portal has brought home with him 
as the result of his special mission to Uganda. Until 
that report is in the hands of the public, it cannot 
be said that the whole of the material necessary for 
the formation of a well considered judgment is avail- 
able. But at the same time it would be the merest 
pedantry to deny that Captain Lugard has made a 
strong case both as regards his own personal conduct 
and in reference to the future administration of the 
And this much further may also be said. 
No candid reader can fail to realise that the pro- 
blems which Captain Lugard had to face were often 
of a complication and perplexity calculated to put 
his sagacity to the severest test. Decisions had to 
be taken and work carried on under conditions of 
the most unfavourable character. If mistakes were 
made it is not surprising. 

We have said that Uganda does not by any 
means monopolise the interest of these volumes. 
Indeed, they may with truth be said to survey the 
whole field of European activity in East Africa, and 
the difficulty of the reviewer is not so much to 
discuss the various problems which engage Captain 
Lugard’s attention—a frankly impossible task within 
the ordinary limits of a review—as even to indicate 
the nature of the subjects of which he writes. By a 
process of rough division the book may be said to 
consist of two parts. It is, in the first place, a 
narrative of personal adventure; and, in the second 
place, it is a contribution to our knowledge of East 
African politics. It is easy to see that it is this 
latter section of his work which has engaged Captain 
Lugard’s most strenuous endeavours. Indeed, he 
frankly admits that much of the personal narrative 
has been introduced at the suggestion of friends 
who feared lest by eliminating the personal element 
he might lessen the number of his readers. For our 
part, we are glad that he has lent an ear to such 
excellent advice, and this not solely or mainly on 
the ground that the chapters devoted to this subject 
Their real value and signifi- 
cance lies in the light which they throw on the 
character and aims of the narrator, since obviously 
the weight to be attached to the views on men and 
things in other portions of the book will materially 
depend on what we know of the individual by whom 
they are expressed, his opportunities of coming to 
sound conclusions, and the use he has made of them. 


| We have hinted that Captain Lugard is a soldier of 
fortune; he is that and something more. 


The story 
of his early attempts to obtain employment in Africa, 
of his futile visit to the Italian camp inland from 
Massowa, his journey as a deck passenger on a 
trading steamer, and his subsequent employment by 
the African Lakes Company as leader of the very 
scratch body of whites and native levies with whom 
the Scottish company carried on a war against the 
Arab slavers of the north end of Lake Nyasa, reads 
like a page from a medieval romance rather than a 
sober narrative of fact in the closing years of the 
nineteenth century. It is characteristic of the man 
that, although eager to obtain active employment 


and keenly desirous of striking a blow at the slave 


trade, he declined to pledge himself to the Company 
until he had personally investigated the cause of 
quarrel. This extreme sense of individual respon- 


sibility is, indeed, a dominant note in Captain 
Lugard’s narrative, and in conjunction with certain 
other characteristics, which can scarcely escape even 
the casual reader, is probably responsible to a large 
extent for the parallel which has been drawn 
between Captain Lugard and General Gordon. 


The 











3. 


ews 
sary 
nese 
nda 
row 
ible, 
iled 
ect, 
1 it. 
ort 
him 
ntil 
not 
for 
ail- 
rest 
lea 
uct 
the 
vid. 
ro- 
‘ten 
put 
l to 
=| of 
ere 


ny 
1es, 
the 
und 
to 
ain 
hin 
ate 
ya 
to 
» a 
nd 
ast, 
his 
ain 
he 
ive 
1ds 
ant 
ur 
ich 
on 
ect 
ifi- 
the 
sly 
nd 
lly 
om 
to 
mm. 
of 
ry 
ca, 
jn 
a 
by 
ry 
om 
he 
yds 


| & 





December 2, 1893. | 


SuppLeMEeNT TO THE SPEAKER. 





623 





operations against the Nyasa slavers were not 
entirely successful, but they were carried on with 
great vigour and very limited resources for a con- 
siderable period. It was during Captain Lugard’s 


absence in England, where he had come to inform | 


the Government and the public as to the causes of 
the fighting and the interests at stake, that Mr. 
Commissioner Johnston appeared on the scene and 
concluded a treaty with the Arabs, on the wisdom 
of which Captain Lugard evidently entertains very 
grave doubts, though to some extent, at least, Mr. 
Johnston may claim that subsequent events have 
justified his action. 

Of all the questions of which Captain Lugard 
treats in detail, there is none that more moves him 
than that relating to the capture and status of the 
African slave. To this “much misunderstood 
question of slavery in Africa” he devotes two 
chapters, besides many stray pages. Few questions 
have more excited the sympathetic interest of the 
superior races, and few questions, it is to be feared, 
are less understood. It is not always easy to follow 
Captain Lugard’s exposition of some of the aspects 
of this many-sided question—his very anxiety and 
fulness of knowledge have led him at times into 
repetition and obscurity; but there can be no 
question that a careful study of what he has written 
will enable the student of this curious aspect of 
human relationship to obtain a very much fuller 
and more accurate survey of all the facts of the 
case than is elsewhere available. The discussion as 
to the best modes of suppressing both the raiding of 
slaves and the institution of domestic slavery, is full 
of valuable suggestions both for the statesman and 
the philanthropist. It is impossible, however, to do 
more than hint at some of the other subjects dis- 
cussed by Captain Lugard. In Africa one of the 
most paramount interests is the opening up of ways 
of communication and transport. The value of the 
great central chain of lakes as a trade route is 
discussed, and the question of the projected railway 
from Mombasa to the Victoria Nyanza considered. 
A separate article would be required to discuss what 
Captain Lugard has to say on the commercial capa- 
bilities of the continent—or, rather, of the Eastern 
portion of it. His views on missions are formulated 
with great force. “ Beyond doubt,” he writes, “I 
think the most useful missions are the medical and 
the industrial, in the initial stages of savage de- 
velopment. A combination of the two is, in my 
opinion, an ideal mission.” On the root question 
of all—the character of the African native and the 
mode of treatment to be adopted by Europeans in 
dealing with him—Captain Lugard has much that is 
interesting to say. His main conclusion is that the 
African is a child, capable of strong affections, but 
without foresight or the power to realise the con- 
sequences of his actions. To judge him by European 
standards is to misjudge him. Even the Swahili 
porters on whom Professor Drummond, after a very 
brief experience of them, lavished a perfect vocabu- 
lary of abuse, are far from being so black as they are 
painted by the tourist professor. These and a thou- 
sand and one other topics are touched on—always, 
as one instinctively feels, with knowledge—in the 
twelve hundred pages to which the book extends. 
If it be possible, Captain Lugard has crammed too 
much into these two volumes. 
there personal adventures and treatises on all manner 
of African subjects, but there are descriptions of 
scenery and of the daily routine of caravan life 
which convey a vivid picture to the mind of the 
aspect of the country and: the kind of life led by 
those whose wandering feet take them through 
Africa. The illustrations, of which there are a great 
number, materially add to the value of the book; 
and of Mr. Ravenstein’s maps it is impossible to 
speak too highly. They are quite up to date, and 
contain in a convenient form the most reliable in- 
formation available both as to Nyasaland and 
Uganda, as well as of the country lying between 
Uganda and the coast. They are worthy of Captain 





| Lugard’s book, which is high praise; for, taking it all 





in all, this is certainly the most serious contribution 
yet made to a detailed knowledge of East Africa. 


SOME NOVELS. 
Cugar-Jack Zita. By 8. Baring-Gould. In 3 vols. London: 
Methuen & Company. 
Tue Star-Gazers. By G. Maaville Fenn. 
don: Methuen & Co. 
THe Woman or THE [Ron BRACELETS, 
In 3 vols. London: Chatto & Windus, 
N ‘R. BARING-GOULD'S new story is marked by 
the characteristic merits and defects of its 
author's style. “‘Cheap-Jack Zita” is wonderfully 
ingenious in construction, full of interest so far as 
plot is concerned, and presents us with a realistic 
description of a side of English life unfamiliar to most 
persons. Mr. Baring-Gould must, in fact, have lived 
in the len country before he could have acquired that 
knowledge of Fen customs which is so abundantly 
displayed in these pages. But along with these 
conspicuous merits we meet with the more irritating 


Lon- 


In 3 vols. 


By Frank Barrett. 


| characteristics of the author’s work. The personages 





In them not only are | 





of his story talk as no human beings ever talked in 
real life. Zita, the Cheap-Jack’s daughter, is a good 
girl, in whose fortunes the reader takes a genuine 
interest. She has a hundred admirable qualities, and 
only one defect. That defect is that she talks like a 
book—like one of Mr. Baring-Gould’s books, we mean. 
We do not mean to say that this characteristic of 
hers seriously interferes with our enjoyment of the 
story, for we know that it is only the author's way, 
and that he simply means to differentiate his own 
heroines from those of other novelists. But it is 
irritating, all the same, to find two country girls, 
who can barely read and write, conversing together 
in this fashion. Zita, it should be premised, is mak- 
ing the acquaintance of Kerenhappuch, a poor girl 
who attends to one of the mills used for draining the 
Fens. 

“ Here I am, a stick-at-home. I go nowhere. I have to mind 
the mill. You are a rambler and a roll-about—never in one 
place. It’s curious, our coming to know one another. What is 
your name, did you say?” 

“ Zita—Cheap-Jack Zita.” 

“Zita! That’s short enough. No wonder, with such a name, 
you're blowed about light as a feather. It'd take a thundering 
gale to send Kerenhappuch flying along over the face of the 
land. Her name is enough to weight her. Now what do you 
want to see? Where does your ignorance begin ?” 

“ It begins in plain blank. I know nothing about mills.” 


Probably Mr. Baring-Gould would justify his 
practice of making the simplest of his characters 
talk like the sharpest of wits by the noble example 
of Dean Swift in his “ Polite Conversation”; but, 
after all, he would be better advised if he could give 
us something truer to life than the incessant verbal 
fencing in which he loves to indulge. Apart from 
this characteristic. we have nothing but praise for 
“ Cheap-Jack Zita.” It is full of exciting adventure, 
has admirable local colour, and makes us acquainted 
with more than one striking and entertaining per- 
sonage. Zita herself, despite her tall talk, is a 
heroine whom even the hardened reviewer can love. 

Asa writer of stories for boys, Mr. G. Manville 
Fenn possesses the advantages of a lively style, a keen 
appreciation of nature, and plenty of melodramatic 
inventiveness. But as a portrayer of the social 
comedy he is distinctly out of his element, and has 
made a dismal failure in his latest attempt in that 
direction. “The Star-gazers,” indeed, displays Mr. 
Manville Fenn at his very worst. That cumbrous 
playfulness of manner which is, doubtless, acceptable 
enough to the average boy—a creature notoriously 
devoid of humour—is a weariness in the flesh to 
older and more exigent readers ; whilst the violent 
melodrama of the plot contrasts very oddly with the 
author's attempt to depict personages of refinement 
and culture. Thus we are are invited to behold 
a beautiful young lady, Marjorie Emlin, con- 
spiring with a gipsy poacher to rid herself of a 
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hated rival, bribing the fellow with kisses, and 
plotting meanwhile how to rid herself of hiin, also, 
by no milder means than murder. Mr. Manville | 
enn’s knowledge of the upper classes seems, indeed, 
to be “extensive and peculiar ;" for, in addition to 
the murderous young lady, he introduces us to a 
baronet—intended as a type of “ the fine old Eaglish 
gentleman”’-—-whose manners have all the breezy 
abandon of the costermonger ; and to an impossible 
doctor, who habitually addresses his patients as 
*my good sir,” and apologises profusely for ventur- 
ing to pronounce the name of one patient after five 
years’ acquaintance. But these little eccentricities 
are, after all, merely superficial errors, and have, at 
any rate, the merit of imparting to the story the 
charm of the unexpected. A far more serious blot 
upon the book is the introduction of a most painful 
and repulsive incident, one which only a great 
writer could have rendered tolerable. We refer to 
& passage in the third volume, wherein the heroine 
is subjected toa brutal outrage, committed by the 
poacher at the instigation of Marjorie Emlin. This 
incident is not merely revolting ; it is unnatural and 
inartistic, and gives a very unpleasant flavour to a 
story which otherwise might be pronounced harm- 
lessly improbable. The author, it is true, treats 
the situation with a certain degree of reserve; but 
no amount of tact or skill could have justified the 
totally needless introduction of such a topic. For 
the rest, “ The Star-Gazers” is neither better nor 
worse than the ordinary run of novels, being bright 
and brisk enough to please unexacting tastes. Asa 
conventional melodrama it would be fairly successful. 
As a social study it is a distinct failure. 

Mr. Frank Barrett has written more than one good 
story of the sensational kind, but in “The Woman 
of the Iron Bracelets” he is certainly not seen at his 
best. With the solitary exception of one character 
—that of the garrulous, simple-minded old doctor 
who tells the tale—the dramatis persone are pain- 
fully wooden and uninteresting ; whilst the grotesque 
foolishness of their behaviour is surely startling, 
even in the annals of sensational romance. The 
wrongfully-accused heroine endures the sorrows 
peculiar to her type with a seraphic and irritating 
resignation surpassing all precedent; and, so far 
from attempting to prove her innocence when accused 
of theft and murder, she appears to glory in the 
position. For, of course, the terrible “ iron bracelets” 
have been placed upon a guileless victim; but, as 
Mary Smith remains obstinately dumb concerning 
her alleged guilt, and as Mr. Barrett is far too ex- 
perienced a novelist to betray her secret, the reader 
is skilfully held in suspense upon that point up to 
the last chapter. The story is chiefly occupied by 
the villanies of one Lawson (oddly described as “a 
retired clergy man”), who, by means of “ hypnotic 
suggestion,” has obtained an evil ascendency over 
two singularly weak-minded women in whose fate it 
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is dihiime ecnaeliine to feel any interest. But 
these dreary women are the mother and the sister 
of the hero, Mr. St. John, and Mary Smith loves 
him well enough to devote all her energies to the 
task of saving the silly victims of occult influence 
from Lawson’s machinations. It is a long and hard 


tussle, lasting through the three volumes, and de- 
svribed with a certain amount of rough vigour, 
which might arouse interest were the story less 


palpably artificial. But there is no life-blood in any 
of Mr. Barrett's puppets, saving only the good old 
doetor previously mentioned, who really is a normal 
human being, despite his abnormal credulity in 
adopting Mary Smith whilst believing her to be a 
dangerous criminal. In the end, Mary Smith, the 
murderess, turns out to be neither Mary Smith nor a 
murderess, but a highly moral and deeply-injared 
young lady, whose real name is Veronica Vane. We 
cannot compliment Mr. Barrett upon the subject 
he has chosen for his latest novel. Hypnotism, 
fascinating as it may be to scientific experts, is a 
dangerous topic for novelists to meddle with, and 
becomes distinctly wearisome in “The Woman of 
the Iron Bracelets.” But there is an abundance of 
exciting incident and melodramatic situation in the 
story, which will doubtless find plenty of admirers 
in that section of the reading public which likes its 
fiction served hot and strong, and neither recognises 
nor appreciates literary qualities. 


A DECAYING ART. 
Latin any Greex Vuarse. Py T. 8S. Evans. (Cambridge: The Uni- 
versity Press.) 
Tue Cambridge Press has issued a collection of Latin and 


Greek verse by the late Canon Evans. This is not the place for 
a defe nee of verse-w a either as a discipline or as a solace, 
but at atime when the classical Universities are being vigorously 
assailed by pedagogic utility and materialism, the life of a 
scholar such as was Thomas Saunders Evans is eloquent testi- 
mony to the value of that most disinterested of arts, the still 
art of words. An alumnus of Shrewsbury and graduate of 

Cambridg re, he was composition master at Shre wsbury and Ragby, 

und closed his career as professor of Greek and classical litera- 
ture at Durham. He was a scholar of that happy type which, 
while it makes a man a virtuoso in language, dev: elops his 
interests in many directions. Language, are shitecture, and 
religion were subjects in which he displayed that supremely 
easy motion of the mental faculties Mees only in truly ¢ sultured 
ininds. ‘The clearest proof of his lucid and — ssque teach- 
ing is the scholarship of pupils like Arthur Sidgwi ick, a 
se holarship playfal, delicate and humorous, racy ond imagin- 
ative in the production of originals, and fluent and free in trans- 
lation. In this collection, which may well take its place beside 
the Sabrinae Corolla, there is verbal faithfulness, serupulous 
regard for the rhythm of the originals, and a rare ap pre ciation 
for the beauty of -elision is, the skill in the use of whieh will be 
after Robert Bridges’ — heart. The editor, who writes 
a masterly memoir, is to be thanked for bringing to light the 
produc ts of a reticent scholar. ‘This volume is a rich thesaurus 
for classical teachers, and the demand for such sterling work 
is sure to make acceptable the publication of an ther similar 
anthology of Mr. Evans's genius. 


JHE AUSTRALIAN IRRIGATION COLONIES 


(CHAFFEY BROS., 


Limited). 


Thousands of all classes from England, etc., are now engaged in the attractive and profitable industry of fruit-growing at these great Settle- 


ments on the Murray River. 
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From ti BRITISH _AUSTRALASIAN, Sept. 28th, 1893. 
‘ here ne + } } 

There are some 1 ppropriated at the Mildura Settlement 
alone, of which ab 1 ultivation, I al wilderness of 
pets br mn yah ren tra li tr rdered orchards 
and vineyards, ir erspersed with eep patches rne f A 
The eye can now survey an immense extent of cul j deseriy 

Z ul , rip 
tions of fruit-trees —orange, lemon, t et we 
+ vines of ny varieties for raisi a hve whe there 1 
eviden of | ass horticulture a . d everyw + there is the 
same strong faith fut f Mi settlers, who are as fine a 
of Col nists as ild anywhere be met it has been proved to demonstration that 
" il el " 1 th mer . ! . 
the soil and clia ate, pled w th an ample supply of water, will grow almost anything 
to pertection ; while the dryness of the atmosphere enables fruits to be « ed for market 
y the un i heat of the sun, such fruits being of very superio 1ality, as was indicated 
by the fact t the recent I nial W 1 Fruit tu 
y . tt it lonia ve and Fruit I xhibition, Mildura carried 
st . om . . 
off six first f cig experience th at had been gained so far had also 
proved that citrous fruits ¢ be gr wn to gre at advantage, 1 a few years there 
would be a very large production of oranges + be available for the markets. The 


They offer a safe investment and delightful occupation in a fine climate. 





growers of these fruit-trees, from the results already obtained, anticipated enormous 
returns from them ; while the other productions we ald also be amply remunerative. 

“* As to the social condition of the settlement, although ther e 1s plenty - hard wor 
to be dove, there is every evidence that the settlers were well contented, | satished 
with their position and prospects. A recent correspondent (Mr. Little, Inte of Exeter 
writes to his friends there:—‘ A gentleman lately arrived from the Old Country with a 


small fortune, which he intends to « 1 few years by growing fruit, 








with the .id of irrigation. It is realy ising how these cultured gentlemen come 
out here and knuckle down to real ha ard \ work. Existence, although very different to a 
city life, is not at all dull or monotonous; wha at with shooting excursions (by land or water), 
picnics, cricket matches, entertainments, dances, and varwus sports ar ud pastimes that 
are constantly being organised, life is not without its pleasures.” As an old squatter 
recently remarked :—‘ The young men her e have rosy times compared with the har 

lonely life of those who came out here in the early days and went on stations to learn 
sheep-farming.’ In the w yrds of the Government Fruit Expert, Mr. E. Hopton, who 
lately visited the settlement, ‘ None but the most profound pessinusts cam aver that there 





is not a bri zht future for the intelligent, industrious settler.’ 
** Ofthe Renmark Settlement, the same favourable report can be made inall repects ;the 
only difference being that the operations there so far have been ona very much smaller scale.’ 


Full Particulars (free) from the Loudon " Offices of the Australian Irrigation Colonies, 


35, QUEEN VICTORIA STREET, LONDON, E.C. 





